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ENTERTAINMENT FOR MEN AUGUST 50 cents 
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THE BOSOM IN HOLLYWOOD * SILVERSTEIN AMONG THE ARABS 


ON THE TOWN IN CHICAGO + NEW NOVELETTE BY HERBERT GOLD 


BEST DEAL OF THE YEAR for the man who likes to relax—Ripon Funtime Footwear. 
Snug knit slipper socks with cushion soles. Leisure leathers of supple deerskin. New low-cuts in 
nylon fleece, incredibly light and soft. There’s nothing on two feet more restful than Ripons. Even 
the price is comforting—from $3.00, at better stores everywhere. 


Ri POW fanime footwear 


Р. 0. Box 50, Ripon, Wisconsin = In Canada, Forest City Knitting Co., London, Ontario 


Ripon slipper socks, gloves, mittens, ski and athletic socks have been selected by 
the U. S. Athletic Committee to be worn by contestants representing the United States 
in the VIII Olympi Winter Games in Squaw Valley, California; February 18-28, 1960. 
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THE KNITTED BROW is not а common Si; 
around PLAYBOY. While not insensii 
to the world’s woes, we usually worry 
about them after office hours, preferring 
to spend our work days producing the 
best kind of entertainment we know how. 
Once in a while, though, our happy ed 
torial forehead creases over a problem 
that seems uniquely close to our (and 
therefore our readers’) interests. The sick 
sex in the “blameless” ladics" magazines 
was one such brow-corrugator, and 
gave birth to the gratifyingly well-re- 
ceived article, The Prous Pornographers. 
The chromium horrors of the American 
automobile industry gave rise to the suc- 
cessful Eros and Unreason in Detroit. 
Now the topic of our concern is the ad- 
vanced age of the men who run our 
country. We recruited Ralph Ginzburg 
(ex-Esquire editor and author of the 
book An Unhurried View of Erotica) to 
survey the situation. His article, Cult of 
the Aged Leader, is the incisive, thought- 
provoking result. It appears in this issue 
It is such a thorough exploration of such 
g subject that it forced us, 
I it, to reverse our usual 
custom: we worried about the world's 
woes during office hours, and when the 
ng sun went down we enjoyed a 
carefree night on the town in Chicago. 
You go on the town in Chicago, too, 
this month, with pLavuoy as your guide 
to the bright lights and brighter doings 
in this big breezy burg. We gather from 
reader response that you found the first 
in this series—on San Francisco, June 
1958 — almost as much fun as an acti 
visit to the place, and we think this 
issue's text-and-photo takeout on the tod- 
din’ town may be even more entertain 
ing. But then wc're biased: it's our to 
Our town was an important stop for 
June (The Bosom) Wilkinson when she 
first came to this country from England. 
riaynoy introduced her to American 
reader id now we visit her in Holly- 
wood, where she has found her place in 
the sun of Southern. California. 
Southern. California is also the scene 


т 
^ 


of the colorful story, OK, So I'm a Coo- 
kooboo, the work of a writer new to 
these pages, Charles Hamblett, who tells 
us he was raised mostly along whistle- 
stops of the Orient Express, and in the 
taverns of Soho, where he and the late 
Dylan Thomas (whom Hamblett faintly 
resembles) "did imitations of Humphrey 
1 wrote poetry in beer stains." 
Hamblett’s story is about a pickup on 
te does this situa- 
п August issue th; 
we thought it a grand idea to have two 
stories about pickups on beaches, as long 

they were totally different kinds of 
pickups on totally different beaches, so 
we've included a suspenseful new novel- 
ette by Herbert Gold, The Sender of 
Letters. 

Senders of letters to our Dear Playboy 
department have always been lavish with 
praise of those two antic fellows, Н. 
Allen Smith and Shel Silverstein, comics 
‘of the typewriter and the sketch pad. 
Smith — his latest book, Don't Get Per- 
conel with a Chicken (see page 24), out 
of the way and selling well — has done 
for us A Short History of Fingers, which 
is definitely the last few thousand words 
on the subject. Silverstein, bearded like 
the pard as always, gets lost among other 
bearded types — Arabs (mostly friendly, 
turns out) — in his latest pictorial rc- 
port from a far-flung land. 

The amalgamation of far-flu 
ncarflung automotive talents is gone 
into by Ken Purdy in High-Itred Hy- 
brids. an article on those cars with for- 

ndesigned bodies and domestic in 
nards. 

And speaking of innards, why don't 
we stop talking and let you examine the 
interior of this August issue yourself? 
In addition to what we've already told 
you about, you'll find a Penthouse Play- 
mate, informed advice on attire, articles 
and fiction by Thomas Mario, Henry 
Slesar and John Novomy — the last- 
named being another storyteller intro- 
duced to rtaysoy readers this month, 
via his charming and wuly adult West- 
em, The Rancher's Daughter. 
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SPONSORED BY PLAYBOY MAGAZINE 


AIR-CONDITIONED|JAUS. 


CHICAGO STADIUM 3 


00000090000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000 
INDIVIDUAL PERFORMANCE TICKETS 3 
Saturday & Sunday / Matinees and Evenings 
Reserved Seats at........... $5.50 and $3.30 We 
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PLAYBOY BUILDING = 
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NOW DERE Зу KE NE ЗЕ E Зу зза XX 9000000040400 000000 
Roc e fe e e e hc hee ee e e e OOOO Oo ot to tok ttt tk ААХ 
Premiere Benefit Performance Friday Night at 8 OO Saturday Aft. at 2 


Miles Davis Sextet FEIE E IE IE KE KE XE Duke Ellington Band 
Count Basie Band МОТОРИ @ Jimmy Rushing 
Joe Williams @ Friday Night Prices @ Oscar Peterson Trio 


Dizzy Gillespie Quintet Proceeds to the Chicago Urban League Dukes of Dixieland 
Dave Brubeck Quartet Reserved Seats at: $25, $15, $10, $7.50, $5 Jimmy Giuffre 3 
Kai Winding Septet General Admission (1st Balcony) —$3.30 Bobby Darin 
Dakota Staton General Admission (2nd Balcony)—$2.20 The Signatures 
Mort Sahl, Emcee у з remet Mort Sahl, Emcee 
Saturday Eve. at 8 Sunday Aft. at 2 Sunday. Eve. at 8 
Count Basie Band Stan Kenton Band Louis Armstrong All Stars 
Joe Williams Four Freshmen Red Nichols and His 5 Pennies 
Lambert, Hendricks & Ross June Christy Stan Kenton Band 
Ahmad Jamal Trio Sonny Rollins Trio % Chris Connor 
Jack Teagarden All Stars Nina Simone J. J. Johnson Quintet 
Don Elliott Austin High Gang , 


Coleman Hawkins 
Earl Bostic Sextet David Allen | Mort Sahl, Emcee 
Mort Sahl, Emcee @ Mort Sahl, Emcee @ 


Georg Brunis’ Dixieland Band in Residence at all Performances 


COLOSSAL @@ VAARA Q GIGANTIC 
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DEAR PLAYBOY 
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BRITONS. 

Your May issue of PLAYROY 
solid 400! My own personal favorite was 
Britons at the Ballpark. Hermione Gin- 
gold is my dish. Why not feature her as 
а Playmate, complete with Havana cig 

John Gerner 
Brooklyn, New York 


rates а 


I heard about Britons at the Ballpark 
only yesterday from Herb Caen of the 
San Francisco Chronicle. This feature 
was admirably and, 1 think, amusingly 
produced and 1 am delighted to sce this 
visual record of what was, for me, а very 
enjoyable day 

Commander Edward Whitehead 
Schweppes, Ltd. 
New York, New York 


JUICELESS PLAYBOY 
1 am very disappointed in PLAYnoy 
When I shell out half a buck for a 
magazine like yours, I expect to get what 
the title indicates. J look at the photos 
first, but then I turn to the fiction for 
some juicy reading, know what 1 mean? 
William Dougl: 
Chesterfield, South Carolina 
We know what you mean. There ате 
at least а dozen magazines available to 
lovers of “juicy reading." Take your 
business to them; we'll never miss you 


SHADOWY BUNNY 
There is no other word for it, 
sneaky." I thought rrAysoy had finally 
pulled a blooper and omitted the rabbit 
from the May cover; but there he was, 
just a shadow of his former self. And no 
wonder, look at the company he keeps! 
Gary F. Paulu 
Ann Arbor, Michigan 


PLAYBOY HOUSE PARTY 

After seeing your May pictorial, 
Playboy's House Party, 1 am still saying 
"Like wow." Do the girls come with the 
house? 


Charles. Millard 
zo, Illinois 


Playboy's House Party is the greatest. 
Mong with the ideas that 1 can incorpo- 
raté im my future bachelor pad, the 
scenery that dressed the ser was the best 


5 1 have seen in a long 
your 


bevy of beaut 
time. How 
stand it? 


photographer 


Neale G. Ti 
Adanta, Gcor 


ugh 


1 have just read your May issue and 
think it is splendid. The article on 
Harold Chaskin’s dream home is very 
Ihe fact is, 1 think that I. will 
become a Miami tile The 
business looks good 


коой 
contractor 


Jef Allison 
Orlando, Florida 


Yes, ves, the House Party was diverting 
and the wenches decorative, if blank, 
but lets cut the phony, pretentious, 
pseudo sophisticated copy vou print with 
these pictorials. The commentary on 
House Party was elbow-in-theribs silli 
ness. 

Wallace Branders 
Toronto, Ontario 


Let me see if I've g 
have a house party, I first have to move 
to Florida. Then | have to build a 
Playboy's Weekend Hideaway, replete 
with oh-sosecluded sun deck, sunken 
bath, and hidden bar next to an under- 


ot this straight. Го 


water window which peers out into my 
swimming pool. Then I have to invite 
about five girls to stay the week: 
of whom must be real good sports. Also 
Td better lay in a goodly supply of steaks, 
booze and bubble bath. Oh, yes, don't 
ask Bunny Yeager to fall by 
with her Press Graphic to snap a few 
candid remembrances of our wonderful 
weekend. Boy, this sure sounds like fun 
— only one thing has me worried. At the 
end of the day, with the soft wind blow- 
ing in through the open roof and the 
couples moving close together in the 
css, when does Bunny Y 
z pictures? 

Gordon Blackley 

Los Angeles, California 


end, two 


Cindy Fuller gets my vote for the next 
Playmate of the Year. 
James Hartley 
Kansas City, Kansas 


FOR CHANGE, ADVE; 
ATIVE, RLANCHARO-NICHOLS ASSOCIATES 


WOPRESENTATIVE, SOUTHEAST ADVERTISING SALES, CHAMBER OF COMMERCE BUILDING. MIAMI эт. 


HAVE 
A LOVE-AFFAIR 
WITH THE SUN... 


IT KISSES YOU 
WITH COLOUR! 


ANTOINE 


A 
MLL 


$200 Lus rax 


ANTOINE TAN 


PLAYBOY 


“I want plenty of protection... 
and no perfume! 


“Just give me a deodorant 
that doesn't чий!" 


“Protection that doesn't fade 
that's for mel 


MEN! Get TRIG 
...пем roll-on 


deodorant with 
STAYING POWER 


© TRIG protects you e 
against odor up to È 
27 hours! 


© TRIG checks perspiration 
all day! And its 
protection builds — 
hours after you've rolled 
TRIG on, protection 
has actually increased! 


Ф TRIG has the clean 
smell you want . . . the 
staying power you need! 


IT 


TRIG 15 A PRODUCT OF BRISTOL-MYERS, 
MAKERS OF BUFFERIN,® VITALIS* AND IPANA® 


Congratulations on Cindy Fuller. 1 
cheerfully nominate her as Playmate of 
the Year without суеп waiting to sec the 
remaining seven issues. 

Ted Nicholson 
Chilliwack, British Columbia 


Thank goodness May's Playmate, Cin 
dy Fuller, does not sell brushes, as 1 
don't kr I would put all the 
With Cindy, I 
tance, 

d Bailin 
ty City, Missouri 


Wow 


brushes 1 would orde 
would have no sales т 


am Kimmel 
New Haven, Connecticut 


Cuban student now studying 
пиу and I would like to be 
a resident of the U.S. because one of the 
ny American customs Гуе acquired is 
reading riavaoy. "The most impressive 
array of pictures I've seen in your pages 
were those of Bonnie Harrington in 
House Party. 1 hope you will soon make 
her a Playmate — with towel or witho 
Alcjandro Modena 
Coral Gables, Florid 


1 was overwhe 
Party. The tiles, 
most impressive. 


med by Playboy's House 
mosaic and inlays were 


Kaneohe, Hawaii 


THE BOTTOMLESS PURSE 

Your magazine, though filled with ex 
cellent fiction and art work, is directed 
to millionaires. The tavel guidance 
section, Playboy's International Date: 
book, particularly seems aimed at some 
re with the classic. bot 
and thick gobs of snob- 
ladder. 
Lessere 


THE NOISE 
Immensely enjoyed Ken Purdy's The 
Noise in your March issue. Purdy cet 
tainly has a clear and comprehen: 
knowledge of modern psychiatry. Sure 
"t a couch commando using an 


David J. McCluskey 
St. Louis, Missouri 


dy has unquestionably done 
The Noise exhibits the same 
impressive talent seen in The 51 Tones 
of Green. 


Leo Maselli 
Porterville, California 


Barnaby Hackett, Mr. Purdy's doomed 
character іп The Noise, could have 
found sanctuary in one of our isolated 


Deansgate 


NATURAL SHOULDER 
FLANNEL BLAZER 


Pure wool flannel blazer 
with DEANSCATE authentic 
natural-shoulder styling. 
With lap seams, hook vent, 
brass buttons—and Bemberg 
lining. About $33.50 
also in LANELLA imported 
flannel, same price, 


At fine men's shops and 
department stores, For store 
nearest you, please write 


FAMOUS-STERNBERG, 
950 Poeyfarre St., New Orleans 5, La. 
Prices slightly higher wext of Roe 


DO-IT-YOURSELF 
ELECTRIC WALL CLOCK 


Modern!... Attroctive! Wall clock os function: 
ol, decorative piece. Build into walls, cabinets, 
ог doors. Mount on peg boord, combed ply, 
mosoic or cloth backing ond hong on wall 
ting-style. Complete kit for simple instal: 
lotion. All exposed pieces—honds, disc, solid 
numeral bors—ore sotin finish bross, 


Flonged clock mechanism is ORDER YOURS 
diam. circle. Clock motor TODAY! 
synchronous, self starting 


WE E la he eee 
Wieso aegee enh 944995 
i 


cord, template ond instr, 
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22018 West Olive Ave 
Burbank 13, Сой. 


THE COLUMBIA ® RECORD CLUB 
now enables you to acquire a [STEREO RECORD LIBRARY | at a saving of 40% 


ANY SIX 
GLITI RECORDS: 


HOORAY FOR 
ноцумооо @ 


Т. Night and Day, 
pius 11 more hits 


NORMAN LUBOFF 
CHOIR Prone 


The Lamr 18 LOW. 
STRANGE musc 
му REVERE 


9 more 


15. Broadway's 
newest smash hit 
BELOVED 
CHORUSES 


7. Three brilliant 
hi-fi showpieces 


50. Where or When, 


What'll 1 Do, 
Manhattan, 10 тоге 


Warm, 10 тоге 


‘American classic 
THE FABULOUS. 


JOHNNY. 
CASH 


If you now own a stereophonic 
phonograph, or plan to purchase 
one in the near future — here is 
a unique opportunity to obtain 
SIX brand-new stereo records. 
wp tos $35.88 retail value — 
ALL SIX for only $5.98! 

We make this unusual offer to 
demonstrate the money-saving ad- 
vantages you will regularly enjoy 
as а member of the Columbia © 
Record Club. 


Read below how the Club op- 


19. No Other Love, 
Our Love, 10 more 


49. That's All Over, 


40. "Hallelujah", 
One More Ride, etc 


5. 16 favorites — 
“Finlandia”, etc. 


Sweet Violets, etc. 


Tehaikovsiy 
нетш 
* 


6. Newly recorded 
for stereo sound 


32. Let's Dance, 
Jubilee, 7 more 


BEETHOVEN: 
PASTORALE SYMPHONY 


BRUNO WALTER! 
cok Sra ar 


LISTENING IN 


DEPTH 


‘SYMPHONY 


ج 


AN INTEODUCTKN. 
TO COLUMNA, 
STEXSDPNONIC BOUND. 


37. Lovely "musical 10. Be My Love, 


Where ог When, elc. 


24. 16 classical 


30. А "must" for 
and pop selections 


any record library 


25. Two very pop- 
шаг piano works. 


27. Granada, La 
Paioma, 11 more 


portrait of nature" 


erates. . „then mail the coupon, Я 
ROY HAMILTON] н ыы IAEA EDEN: масх, тшш 
‘six Stereo records of your choice 
Vr — all six for only $5.98. n 1 
' 1 
Ce ШШШ (NOTE: sess coss [xe 


итини Cant BUDOY COLE, Orgen 


9. Always, Please, 
Speak Low, 9 more 


28. Brahms’ most 
beloved symphony 
ROUMANIAN, 

nars OOS 
HUNGARIAN 


mnarsoowsiaaj X You enroll in either one of the Club's two stereo Ape SUE. 
Divisions: Classical ог Popular — whichever one best CONN соро спи рев zd yr 
suits your musical taste à 
xk Each month the Club's staff of music experts selects || Тете ower Indiona лей at the НЕМ the numbers | | 22 
outstanding recordings that deserve а place in your || ai'tne'six records r wisn to receive for soon pics amali maiis 2 24 
new stereo record library. These selections are || ine charge. Enroll me in the following Division of the Ciub: | 3 25 
21. Four dashing, described in the Club's entertaining Music Magazine, (check one box only? No 
fiery Optat Which you receive free each month О Stereo Clossical. C Stereo Populor pM 
* You may accept the selection for your Division... || zeree to purchese five selections trom the more than: 100 to 
take any of the other records offered in both Divi- || Dus ened ага checks vor aa tee a ere | 7 29 
sions . . . or take NO record in any particular month || accept. r am to receive а Ta Columbia or Eple stereo | в зр 
ж Your only obligation as г member is to purchase five record ot my 9 an 
Selections from the more than 100 Columbia and Epic || | dons 
records to be offered in the coming 12 months... and || ferius 190635 
you may discontinue membership any time thereafter || (Реве 
* After purchasing only five records you receive a ii 
Pron paver tae Columbia or Epic stereo Bonus record of your choice || cy... ЖУКТУ Sm 4 A 
ае ача free for every two additional selections you buy ALASKA end HAWAII: write Jor special membership plan | 16 41 
* The records you want zre mailed and billed at the CANADA: eddress 11-19 Sone Street. Toronto 28 Y 85 
SO DE S regular list price of $4.98 (Classical Selections, || Bust coste n ri emer deis SA ап амар.) 19 45 
d $5.98), plus 2 small mailing charge араса nir in below: 
RECORD X Here, indeed, is the most convenient method ever de- ٤ 
clus Vised to build a superb stereo library, at great sav- мешз Momo... 


Terre Неше, Ind. 


11. Berlioz" most 
popular work 


22. Organist Cole 
plays 11 hit tunes 
PINES OF ROME 
FOUNTAINS OF ROME 


31. Solitude, Au- 
tumn Leaves, etc. 


18. Two electrify 
ing tone poems 


HOW THE CLUB OPERATES: 


42. Body and Soul, 
1 Got It Bad, 10 more 


ings — so mail the coupon today! 


© Columbia Records Sales Corp., 1929 G"Colubls," G. "Epic" Ф eres Reg: 


must be played 
only on a stereo phonograph 


3. Didn't It Rain, 
God ts Real, etc. 
3 SAS, DON UAN 
DEATH su TRANSITION 
її! брен. 


29. High-spirited, 
gay symphonies 
KOSTELANETZ 
Romane Mesi of 
TCHAIKOVSKY 


33. 11 beautiful, 
immortal melodies 


41. Strauss! love- 
liest tone poems 


45. Tico-Tico, 
Brazil, 10 others 


"ш QUE ad коөн, 


20. Come to Me, 
Long Ago, 10 more 


КТЕ" 
ROMEO 4X0 дт 
LEONARD SEINSTUN 
DID 


4 


16. Two colorful, 
exciting scores 


SEND NO MONEY — Moil coupon to receive 6 records for $5.98 


PLAYBOY 


LONDON 
FOG 


MAINCOATS" 


THIS 15 “LONDON"—the Maincoat fashion that's 
first on every campus. Completely... automatically 
wash and wear thanks to Calibre Cloth — our ex- 
clusive Dacron and Cotton blend. Made with the 
famous stand up collar, raglan shoulders, slash 
pockets. Your choice of handsome colors. $29.95 


LONDONTOWN MANUFACTURING CO 
5 NORTH HAVEN, BALTIMORE. MD. 


Army Missile Sites up here їп Alaska 
Furthermore, this individual with the 
unusual perceptive qualities would only 
have to cope with one train of incoming 
thoughts, as we soldiers fairly wallow in 
monomania: what's going on back in 
CONUS (Continental United States)? 
Indeed Ken Purdy has given PLAYBOY 
опе of the most interesting and original 
stories printed in quite a while. In fact, 
rLAYWOY's prose in general is head and 
shoulders above the bourgeois bilge in 
most other magazines. 

Don Gordon 

Fairbanks, Alaska 


in the March 
te you. 


Ken Purdy's The Noise, 
prompted me to w 
a new and intriguing appr 
Р theme, and on the whole w 
died. It’s particularly refreshing, in 
of the pointless, plotless 
* to run across a story thc 
pal characters of which are cdu- 
cated, intelligent and reasonably rational 
men. The March issue as a whole was, in 
fact, quite good — one of the best ever, T 
Silverstein, as usual, was supcr 
allace's story was sensitive 
well-formed; Ray Russell 
cravat was highly entert 
I think, has established itself 
zinc of a much-needed type 
offers a broad range of material directed 
toward the man whose interests are many 
and varied. It is a difficult character to 
maintain — it would be remarkably casy 
for rLAYwoY to degencrate into just а 
other sex sheet, or to become an effete 
and snobbish journal for the rich. 1 hope 
that will never happen. E hope the cdi- 
IT will always keep before them 
the ima ader they are aiming 
at — the reader who is sophisticated (in 
the best sense of that oftabused word), 
intelligent, interested in many 
things. It is a difficult task, but one 
whose achievement is well worth while 
And let's have more issues like March! 
Clarke Walser 
Chicago, Ilinois 


issue, has 


nd 
article on thc 
g- PLAYBOY, 


S a mi 
one which 


EL SHEL 

Is it possible to obtain reprints of Shel 

Silverstein's drawings of the bullfight? I 

have a number of aficionado friends who 

will be as pleased with them as I 
Peter Е. Blau 

Piusheld, Massachusetts 


GIRL HAD BEEN AROUND 

The Girl Had Been Around should be 
required reading for every man married 
over two years. The situation pictured in 
this bit of fiction is all too truc to life 
As I'm sure you will agree, it’s the man 
who should put the “zing” into love- 
making. or take the responsibility for 
the lack of it. 1 wonder if the author of 
the story didn’t use my husband 
prototype? We have been m: 


SEA ROGER KCN ROC ORA ACACOR 


2" GRE “GREAT. INSTRUMENTALS = 2 


WEST SIDE STORY 


EEE 
Gershwin's 
PORGY 
AND 
BESS 


ROBERT 
RUSSELL 
BENNETT 


BERNSTEIN 
DANCE MUSIC 
from 


WEST 
SIDE 
STORY 


Stunning orchestral interpretations 
by Robert Russell Bennett of two out- 
standing stage works. Fabulous 
sound in either the Living Stereo or 


regular Long Play version. 
When ordering Stereo, say . 


о RCA VICTOR. 


Acknowledged 
EXCELLENC 


FLASHLIGHT BATTERIES 


PORTABLE LIGHTS RADIO BATTERIES 


BURGESS BATTERY COMPANY 


FREEPORT, ш. NIAGARA FALLS, CANADA 


We play 
to the gallery 


We suppose that you want to 
play golf like the professionals, 
and if you can't do that (and it's 
а constant vision that someday 
you'll put all your good shots 
together in one magnificent dis- 
play), you'll settle for looking 
like a pro. 

That's why the sweater pic- 
tured here is possibly the one for 
you. The yarn is a rich and soft, 
half and half blend of alpaca and 
nylon, in black, white, red or tan. 
The tones are subdued; well- 
dressed golfers seldom are mis- 
taken for jockeys at work. Note: 
No pockcts and no trim. The give 
in the shoulders was designed for 
a free and easy swing, according 
to Ken's requirements. 

Your “Ken Venturi” sweater 
in the right size is available at 
one of the better haberdashers’ or 
at your pro shop. Price is $19.95; 
as an additional assist in improv- 
ing your appearance, we suggest 
that you study Ken's 16-page 
“Analyze Your Golf Swing,” 
which we of the Jantzen Inter- 
national Sports Club will send to 
you free for the request. 


A 
20 
sportswear 
for sportsmen 


Jantzen Inc. » Portland 8, Oregon 


Ken Venturi 
just off the 
eighteenth green 
at Cypress Point; 
photo by 
Tom Kelley. 
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Protects in lu 


THE ALLIGATOR COMPANY © ST. LOUIS * 


IRIDESCENT ALL-WEATHER ELEGANCE 


Alligator Galetone 52595 


Subtle color highlights in 2-ply, yarn-dyed finest imported cotton. 
Full-cut comfort. Water repellent. Wide choice of colors and pat- 
terns. Plaid lined, $29.95. At right: ALL DACRON WATERPROOF. 
viest rains. Won't stick, crack, leak, Sponges clean with 
ordinary soap and water, With carrying case, $14.75. Other Ара 
coats $11.75 to $54.75. At better stores everywhere. 


NEW YORK * 


CHICAGO © LOS ANGELES 


Who really invented the Bacardi Party? 


Northern playboys claim 


59% 


ir, 


America’s favorite brand -by far 


© Bacardi Imports, Inc., NY, 
Rum, 80 proof 


Southland 
£oofs- 


Back in March we first announced 
that "deep in Dixie we've uncovered 
а new playboy pastime— The Bacardi 
Party.” 

Lo and behold, Alaska is now re- 
ported as challenging this claim. The 
parka-clad playboys say they were the 
first to concoct the delightful idea. 

‘As you know, a Bacardi Party is 
where the guests bring Bacardi and 
the host supplies the mixings—as 
many as he can turn ир. Fun! 


So have yourself a Bacardi party. 
You may not have invented it, but 
you certainly can discover it. Just 
bear in mind the old saying: No 
Bacardi Party can be a Bacardi 
Party without Bacardi. 


years and he tells me I should no longer 
expect honeymoon love-making, that I'm 
too old for it. Well, gentlemen, 1 am 22! 
Is that too old? 1 wish someone would 
crash my everloving right between the 
eyes with the facts of why wives get 
bored with husbandstyle sex and seck 
тоге stimulating experiences outside the 
1 bedroom. Thank you for the 
chance to blow my top. 
(Name Withheld) 
Boston, Massachusetts 


ICEBREAKING CARTOONS 
inal or not? I have discovered а 
idd a more relaxed atmosphere to 
my apartment. The drawings of Jack 
Davis, Charles W. Miller and Gahan 
Wilson are delightful and have contrib 
uted much to rrAvnov. I have framed a 
few of these colorful cartoons and deco- 
rated the living room walls with them. 
Occasionally I place new cartoons in the 
frames. When I invite guests to my 
home, | introduce them to cach other 
and then leave the room and mix the 
drinks. Meanwhile, they read the car 
toons and by the time I return, they are 
in a relaxed, warm and congenial mood. 
Toby L. Smith 
San Jose, California 


UPSTAIRS CREDIT 

Your story about Julius Monk's Up- 
slairs at the Downstairs (May issuc) was 
very interesting, but in light of the fact 
that you quoted liberally from the Con- 
ference Gall sketch, it occurs to me it 
might have been fair to credit the au- 
thor of the sketch, Bill Dana, Dill also 
writes many of the funny things that fall 
from my mouth, not including my 
bridgework. 


Steve Allen 
New York, New York 


THE ART OF TRAVEL 
With great interest and pleasure T 
read Patrick Chase's article, The Art of 
Travel, in your May issue. I have trav 
cled extensively and сап vouch for the 
high value of his tips. 
C. de Isordes 
Maracaibo, Venezuela 


A superbly written, timely and au- 
thentic article by Mr. Chase. It is most 
gratifying to see a Travel Editor not 
only providing your readers with facts 
of “where to go" but also “how to go" — 
with a travel agent. 

William К. Burnheimer, M. 
Allen Travel Service, Inc 
Warren, Ohio 


A GOOD MAN GONE 
I must be in love. I read your undeni- 
ably great May issue — and was bored! 
George Parker 
Kew Gardens, New York 
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AFTER HOURS 


Hes another harvest from the col 
umns of Ann Landers and Abigail 


Van Buren (as released by the Chicago 
Sun-Times and McNaught Syndicate) 
For those of our readers who may bc 


coming in late, be it known that every so 
often we print verbatim letters to Ann 
nd Abby and their answers, then add, 
in italics, our male amendments to their 
feminine flights of fancy 


DEAR Anny: Dam a single man, age 35 
and 1 live in a rooming house. ‘There is 
(about 27) who has а 
room in the back apartment; mine is in 
front and there is a bathroom in be 


tween us. She has a clothesline strung up 


а young woman 


up. 1 get up first and sec these thin 
the bathroom every morning. She must 
have only two sets of underwear beca 
one set is on the line every single morn 
ing, Both sets are getting very ragged so 
I guess that’s all she has. Would it be 
too personal а gilt for me to give her 
some new underwear? I am not very for 
ward and it might be a good way to get 
better acquainted. SQUARE SHOOTER 


sc 


DEAK SQUARE: A gift of intimate apparel 
out of order. И you want to 
better, engage her in conver 
Hy like a gentleman Duz. 


would be 
kuow her 


sation casu: 
Good Lux 


VEL. you know that time and TIDE 
wait for no man. АП you need to do is 
spend a little SILVER DUST and ете 
her the pants. Then be of good CHEER 
i she gets enough JOY [vom the present. 
you may be able to talk her out of them. 
If you do WISK her off her feet. just 
be careful about. founding an AMERI- 
CAN FAMILY. 


DEAR ANN: I'm in my first year of college 
and in dire need of help. My steady girl 
and 1 agreed when 1 went off to school 
we would both date others. During 
Easter vacation I dated my former steady 
and also another girl who is a close 
friend of hers. Girl No. 2 didn't have the 
high standards of my former steady and 
we became intimate alter just а couple 
of dates. І know it was wrong, and I'm 
particularly ashamed. because she never 
meant anything to me, 1 don't plan to 
date her again. Now my former steady 
has started. t write very warm letters 
She says she’s beginning to think of me 
as THE man in her life. In her last three 
letters she asked what went on during 
tion between me and the other g 
огей the question as 1 don't w 
reputation. At the same 
she may know more than 1 think 
ad if 1 don't level with her she may 
cool off on me. Please help 

A TROUBLED STUDENT 


time 


You ARE a braseplated, four-door heel 
to have used the girl so shabbily, Your 
statement that her standards weren't as 
high as the other girl's was interesting. 
What about. YOUR standards, Bub? Do 
vou raise and lower them like an ele- 
vator, according to the company you 


keep? The confession that the girl never 
meant anything to vou supports what 
I've been trying to drill int 
of teen 


ihe heads 
If a fellow has respect 
he won't try to sell her 
ns. You behaved like 
Don't compound the felony by 
blabbing. Continue to ignore the writ 
ten question. If she confronts vou in 
person, tell her she's out of order, and 
what went on with you and a third party 
is none of he 


с girls. 


business, 


Don't be а schnook, you schnook. 


Everybody knows that a girl who's eager 
enough can have any normal young man 
complying, without half trying. It is 
from this fact that several pungent 
phrases have entered our language, like 
"cherchez la femme.” "getting married” 
and “raising a family.” Stop kicking 
yourself, and wise up: Girl No. I has 
obviously consulted with Girl No. 2, and 
digs what she's heard. In а пие way, 
she's telling you she wants to sample 
your technique. 1] you don't act soon, 
she WILL cool off on you. Strike while 
this siren is hot. 


DEAR anny: Pe been going with this 
Chief Peny Officer for 12 years and the 
best 1 can get out of him is that Т am 
vod kid.” E rell him I love him, trying 


10 wet him to say the sime to me, but 
he just laughs and avoids saving the 
words. He bought me a card table set 


and made the down payment on my car 
amd 1 showed my appreciation 
пу other grateful woman 
would, but I can't get him to talk mar- 
наре. Do you think I am wasting my 
time? SWEETIE PIE 


for mc 


ihe sa 


prar sweette: 1 am afraid you suffered 
considerable "depreciation" when you 
showed your "appreciation," Н von 
really want to hear а man say, "I do" — 
don't! 


There's nothing petty about this Chie 
Iny guy who isn't chained, yet stiehs 
around while his girl ages 12 years, is 
really а find. Count. your blessings and 
don't bug the guy about marriage unless 
you want to lose him. 


prar Anny: Not wishing 
identity, let's just say Lar 
akes me into the homes of my 


clients. While on a. business call (to pre- 


to reveal my 
а man whose 
business 
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NORTHWEAVE. 


first year-round wash and wear 
with a luxury air 


Dragons are imaginary. Northweave is real. 
Wear it for its caressinely soft touch...luxury 
look ...rich color...natural comfort. All from 
Corval, Courtaulds’ cross-linked cellulosic 
liber. Look for Northweave, Milliken's 35% 
Corval-65% Dacron”... automatic wash-wear 
with the warmth you want for Fall. Courtaulds 
(Alabama) Inc., 600 Fifth Avenue, N. Y. 20. 


COURTAULDS her's Suits ana Svort Coats 


о by SAGNER 
R l] ners ana Boys’ stacis 
by THOMSON 


Boys" Suits and Sport Costs 
by PICARIELLO & SINGER 


*DuPont polyester fiber 


sent the bill) a very attractive wom: 
threw herself” at me. Being 
aught” her. When I pi 
she owed me 


sented my bill for w 
(labor and materials), she tore it into 
little pieces. It amounted to $400. 1 took 
it to my lawyer and he advised me to 


отап and the inci- 
“HOMO SAPIEN” 


forget the bill, the 
dent. Should 17 


DEAR sar: Take your lawyers advice 
You're lucky she didn't add an amuse 
ment tax. 


You're the only guy who can judge 
whether it was worth it. If it was, quit 
berfmg. If not, deduct whatever уои 
think her service was worth and continue 
to collect the balance due you on the 
installment plan. 


DEAK aney: 1 was sitting in a restaurant 
minding my own business when a пісе 
looking girl (about 22) came up to me 
and said, “С 
ber or do you want mine?" 
stunned I said, "Sorry, but you must 
d with somebody else.” 
n she went away and I saw her go 
sit with a man who 1 presume was her 
date. She looked like a lady. She was 
pretty and well-dressed and very clean 
looking. Am I just a green hick or is this 
the way people get acquainted nowa 
days? Maybe I'm missing something. 
STILL STUNNED 


DEAK STUNNED: You got what is com 
nly known as the "direct approach." 
* may have looked like а lady, but 1 
assure you she was not You missed 
something all right —a lot of trouble! 


What you're missing is your marbles. 
But don't brood about й, just climb back 
їп the freezer with the other cubes 

А recent issue of Punch made public 
that publication's opinion of a current 
social phenomenon. Our English cousins 
reported. that “Mr. Edwin Malendine 
claims that the need for public opinion 
polls can only be determined by а pub 
lic opinion poll. We'd like a public 
opinion poll on thi 


That the world of big bu 
often a dog-cat-dos 
recently by a headline that appe: 
the Willimantic (Connecticut) 
Chronicle: 
“TEXTRON INC. MAKES OFFER 
TO SCREW CO, STOCKHOLDERS," 
The murky worki 
mind are oft some for the layman 
to behold. But perhaps no ways of 
academe are stranger than those used by 
the Mental Health Research Institute of 
the University of Michigan, which at 


Daily 


5 of the academic 


NEWEST 
SOUND 
AROUND! 


LARRY 


sca Vicron | у 


THE ROOSEVELT 


Highlights of the sensational stand by Larry Elgart 
and his Orchestra at New York's Hotel Roosevelt. 
The Larry Elgart Sound glorifies 14 songs, includ- 

Honeysuckle Rose, Yearning, Wabash Blues, 
Mountain Greenery. On regular LP. & Living Stereo 


© RCA VICTOR 


Koret of California 
LOVES 25,000,000 WOMEN— 
THE WOMEN DRIVERS OF AMERICA! 


WOMEN ARE 
WONDERFUL- 
DRIVERS X 


If the woman in your life is a wonderful 
driver, BE A HERO. See that she 
gets a WOMEN ARE WONDERFUL— DRIV- 
ERS sticker for her car bumper, and a 
bonafide “Safe Driver” identification card 
for her wallet. 

For the store nearest you offering these 
FREE gifts, write to: 


KORET OF CALIFORNIA 
611 MISSION STREET, DEPT А 
SAN FRANCISCO 5, CALIFORNIA 


WONEN ARE WONDERFUL— DRIVERS CAMPAIGN 
‘SPONSORED D 


KORET OF CALIFORNI 
BND PACIFIC NATIONAL INSURANCE GROUP. 


To introduce you to THE RCA VICTOR POPULAR ALBUM CLUB 


CHOOSE FROM 42 ALBUMS 


ANY FIVE £$ 398 | 


Music for Dining 


soUTH. PACIA 


X. 12 pop favorites 8. 18 evergreens. з. Original 
me ght eies dr Cold ‘Happen 10 triek recording coni 
Far Үш, Lore Lines, Hodges end Hara 

Bith ofthe бшк" merticin thin 


[NATIONALLY ADVERTISED PRICES TOTAL UP TO $24.90] 


...if you agree to buy five albums from the Club during the 
next twelve months from at least 100 to be made available 


Т new plan enables you to will receive a free 12inch S94 f 
have on tap а variety of popu- R.P.M. album, with a nationally 

lar music... and, once and forall, advertised price of at least $3.98, © 
takes bewilderment out of build- for every two albums purchased 

ing such a well-balanced collec- from the Club. A wide choice of 
tion, You pay far less for RCA VICTOR albums will be de- 
albums this way than if you buy scribed each month. One will be 
them haphazardly. For example, singled out as the album-of-the- 
the introductory offer described month. If you want И, you. do 
above can represent as much ss a nothing; it will come to you auto- 
40% saving in your first year of y. If you prefer an aler- 


{з MacKenzie 
12 ballad. Hey 
hs Tide, Teo 


зз. Key hi 
from Tehaikoveky'a 
enchanting master 


membership, Thereafte through r nothing at all—you can 

the Club's Record-Dividend Plan, make your wishes known ona form. WITH THE 

you save almost 33⁄4% of the always provided. You pay the na- 

manufacturer's nationally adver- tionally advertised price—usually THREE SUNS 

tised price. After buying the five $3.98, at times $4. 29 (pies asmall ө. Trio риу» 40 eedem ges 

albums called for in this offer, you charge for postage and handling). Баа а Rhinos jen Tony, Martin, 
ALL ALBUMS ARE 12-INCH 33/6 R. P. M. Ea mle. Шер. Granada: 


A Ee XVI پس‎ 
1 А 2 " 
к баа, Унем, 
„т ee 
ЖШ she | 
Ета = 
xe 
T yf 
за. 16 timeless spi 38. 17 swaggering 42. 12 shimmering 40. Remakes of the 
tale. Swing Low, marches: Fl Capian,  welura. Charmain barnt’ biggest hi 
Sweet Chariots Dry  Arüs Life, Emperor Semper Fidelis, Om Remona, Alway Hot Thy My Hero, 
Bones, others. Waltz, 9 cthers. the Moll, On Parade. Memories, Togethe W here or When, cte. 
renee. 2Y 
[ит 
M 
=? 


Жо 
эз. 12 love sone. 


Time on My Hand 
In Love in Vein, 


в. 12 warm ballad — di. Or-thespot re 22. Virtuoso emp 4, Operetta film 
Dut Шашы, How cording. Yes. in. neering, musician. stare remake their " 
Deep Ir the Ocean’, clues Day I» шу ship. The Peonnt 12 biggest bite. Tor ing. listening pleas 
Love Walked ln, ete. Out phis 14 oer Vendor, 11 others diom Lore Call, etc. ure. Sugar Шо 


27. Laugh n second! 
Krautsaue German, 
band plays (7) con- 
cert pieces, others, 


ICTORY 


14. Miller-otyled 22. Pianos tio 20. Piano-orchestra 35. 12 airy dance 
видет plays Suemerting, swing eph fle чс Oncein Lace 


21. Mighty pi 


28, В sections from 
кап мош 


Hichard Rodge colors 


т" 
dramatic TV score. Ray McKinley. Bird. The Man I Lone, All Dardanelle, with Amy, Thot Old 20 fav 
land, 11 others sershwin, Е 


Booklet, phot of You, Cherry, etc. Hindustan, 9 others. Feeling, Dream Boat. 


lox Bû, Village Station, Kew York 14, N. Y. [I © 

dling). Thereafter, 1 
мее 

T may 


THE RCA VICTOR POPULAR ALBUM CLUB, P. 


register me as a member of The nca 


обе), After my filth: 


- archase, if 1 contione, for every fo albums 1 8 

з, Hottest album of 34. Hilarious mew. Š price- usually $2.98, at Viney BLYG [ples a мый Quy T may chowee a third albums fere . 
year! cal satire, caricature 2 

jue commentary by ж . 

from NI TV series. Пепе Morgan. Nase, 39233 «158 ЧУТ 

Address a 9 10 1 m 13 м © 

2 c» za сз 15 16 17 ав 19 20 71 È 

. s NOTE W you wnh your membership credited to an c 

ө autherted HCA VICTOR deser, please fl i Below: 22 23 24 25 26 27 28 $ 

® Dealer. Address, de a aS a eT 

. 65.man group Эз. The Crew è Send по money. А ЫЙ will be sent. Айма can Be 2 . 

аз. 2 dance иу зе Gimon мыр зв. The Crew Cate а p у us илинет and Conse. Murs br Coasa mar зв зт зв зо 40 а 42 | 

Remember Ме. Cheer. Irish favorites, The  molel hits. Lazy ® eel eL s 

Jub Lite Exrful. Ноле of Tralee, etc. River, Pretend. OMM UILOM TTD TTTTPMIII 
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YOU CA 
PEEL TSA 
ZERO KING 


On campus, at the game, 
on a date...in all “alumni 


suburban” activities 


The rugged, yet luxurious corduroy 
shell can take it. We got the material 
from Crompton, who made it tough 
enough for lumberjack work. The 
red plaid blanket lining is wool . 
thick for warmth. The big, rib-knit 
collar pulls up high enough to pro- 
tect your ears. The Zero King Goal 
Coat is good company whenever 
you go out, because you won't have 
to come in and defrost. Perfect for 
students and alumni—everywhere. 
About $40.00. 


Же wark of o | \ 
Complit wardrobe \\ 


3. W. HARRIS MANUFACTURING £O., PARK SQUARE. ST PAUL 


tempts to entice subscriptions to its 
publication, Behavioral Science, by de- 
scribing one of its articles thusly: 

‘Social groups as entities do not have 
an epistemological status different from 
such middle-sized entities as stones and 
rats, but are apt to be fuzzier, less di 
crete, less multiply confirmed, and 
this sense less real. The degree of en- 
litativity and the possibility of a 
sociology at a level of analysis separate 
from psychology is a matter for empirical 
determination rather than a priori 


Well, we're only a fuzzy middlesized 
entity (like maybe a stoned rat) but, 
we began to suspect that 
the author of the article was apt to be 
fuzzier, less discrete, less multiply con- 
firmed and, in this sense, less real. 

For those of our readers interested in 
new ways to make the cold war between 
the sexes a little warmer, here's the latest 
tactical mancuver to come our way: You 


say, like to make love?" If she 
says " you simply press on, of 
course, toward unconditional surrender. 
If she says "No!" the proper reply is, 


her do L Let's hurry up and get it 
over with." 


THEATRE 


about a Rose Lee of 
the same пате, п case you haven't 
heard, the best entertainment on Broad- 
way, and much of the reason for this 
show's excellence is the little lady with 
the builtin amplifiers, Ethel Mer 
As Rose Hovick, mother to Gypsy and 
sister June Havoc, she's all over the stage 
doing all sorts of things, though the 
character is not always sympathetic. She's 
the scourge of the Orpheum Circuit, a 
clobberer of stage managers, а klepto 
who lilts silverware in a resi nt, а 
penny-pincher who nes nearly а 
dozen child vaudevillians into a single 
hotel room and feeds them chow mein 
for breakfast — and, above all, she's the 
compulsive stage mother who bullies 
and bustles her wo reluctant daughters 
into the theatrical limelight as ап un- 
conscious sop to her own frustrated ego. 
While she’s doing and being all these 
things, competently and sometimes 
touchingly, Miss Merman's voice also 
pins a fine Jule StyncStephen Sond- 
heim score to the back of the audi- 
torium. Arthur Laurents’ snappy book 
from Miss Lee's memoirs gives choreog- 
rapher-lirector Jerome Robbins a passel 
of plausibly motivated characters. These 
are silhouetted ag 


Gypsy, the musica 


concupiscent, from the shrill juv 
the number Baby June and Her News- 
boys to the weary bumps and grinds of 


SOUNDS BEST ON 


“High in the ranks of all- 
time great opera recor 
ings” 


IRVING KOLODIN, Soturdoy Review 


Tas 
Rheingold 


KIRSTEN FLAGSTAD — — — as Fricka 


GEORGE LONDON — ~as Wotan 
JEAN MADEIRA —as Erda 
—as Loge 


EBERHARD WACHTER — — . as Donner 
WALDEMAR KMENTT — — as Froh 
GUSTAV NEIDLINGER . — . as Alberich 
PAUL KUEN _ Te Mime 
GEORG SOLTI; c 

the Vienna. Philharmonie Orthestra. 


рох БЫЗ 


full frequency stereophonic sound 


“ORDER A COPY OF THE 
36 PLAYBOY: 
JAZZ FESTIVAL: 
YEARBOOK: 


The official program of th 
PLAYBOY JAZZ FESTIVAL 


$ 
H 


Н 


phat promises to become? 
HE Jute, а collector's item. $ 
wriles a timely, 
TE 
LAYBOY JAZZ 
FESTIVAL BH 
TID: 


red 
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ты ЫТ 


$PLAYBOY JAZZ FESTIVAL YEARBOOKS 


232 E. Ohio St., Chicago 11, Ш. 
0000444044409 
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the Kansas burlycue where Gypsy first 
learns there's а future in stripping — if 
you have the build, and a gimmick. Some 
of the gimmicks prevailing at the time 
are hilariously illustrated by three has- 
been houris who demonstrate their spe- 

One bumps to classi asic 
left-over duckling from Swan 


flashlight bulbs to illuminate her po 
the third tortures а trumpet while she 
jigales her assets. Gypsy decides that her 
gimmick will be to wear gloves and strip 
like a lady. Sandra Church, who's very 
good as Gypsy Пу does a strip on 
but it reaches such new highs in 
t that your blood pressure will 
reach new lows, Lane Bradbury as sister 
June, and Jack Klugman as the last man 
to walk out of M ‚ leave little 
10 be desired in th Is, but the 
crescendo of 
Mamma Merman, obviously in charge 
from beginning to end. Her denoue- 
ment is moving theatre: deserted by 
both her daughters and the last man she 
loved, she takes over an empty stage to 
sing Rose's Turn, to explain herself to 
herself and the world at large in a shat 
tering recapitulation of the play's theme 
and substance. The world rge 
should be around to listen for a few sca- 
sons to come. At the Broadway Theatre, 
Broadway at 53rd St, NY 


геми: 


FILMS 


‘That dramaturgical chestnut, the May: 
December romance, gets another roasting 
in Paddy Chayefsky’s adult, perceptive, 
but downbeat adaptation of his Broad 
way hit, Middle of the Night. Frederic 
March is the upper-middleaged busi 
nessman and widower who falls in love 
with his young employee, Kim Novak. 
He's wary of the entanglement and 
realistic about his arteries, but he са 
help feeling he's found a pleasant detour 
on the lonely road to the grave. Scenes 
of explosive argument about the in 
sanity of the affair are brought on by 
his spinster sister (Edith Meiser), his 
psychologyspouting daughter (Joan 
Copeland) and Kim's graspy mother 
(Glenda Farrell). The lovers wade 
through of guilt and doubt, but 
Chayefsky pulls them through. by ban; 
ing home the thought that one should 
not knock love: love on any level and at 
any price is better than no love at all, 
for without it life has no r 
picture has going for it splendid per 
formances by March and most of the 
other players (especially Albert Dekker 
as Fred's lech partner and Betty Walker 
as a wistful widow), uncannily natural 
dialog, good shots of New York's gar- 
ment industry, sensitive direction һу 


YOUNG MAN to give it the 


old Wall Street try 


Very AT&T about the whole thing: this suit with the vest. And, it occurred 
to us, terrific camouflage for the young man with a lot of speed on. It's 
hopsacking, 1959's big suit. Trimlines shoulders are all your own, a new 
shorter coat, slimmer trouser. Coat and vest lined with a sober, substantial 
tie print. The Cricketeer get-ahead look: suits, $60, some less . . . sport 
coats, $35 to $45. 


Send Letter of Interest for stores to: 


CRICKETEER- 


200 Fifth Avenue, N. Y. 


This is appeal 2212 to the Young Man Who Warts To Make $10,000 A Year Before He's 30, 
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PRICES SUGHTLY HIGHER ON THE WEST COAST 
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Madison Avenue meets the art galleries 
head-on in a new book . . 


aw 


“Relief із just а swallow away," 


AD-AIBERTIES—matches up famous ad- 
vertising slogans and famous paint- 
ings with hilarious results! Over 50 
reproductions and capti 


AD-LIBERTIES—has been published for 
those who have a job in advertising. 
„+ those who have an interest in the 
communieations industry . . . those 
who have a sense of humor .. . those 
who have a dollar bill. 


AD-LIBERTIES—is just the thing to pla- 
cate your host if you're a week-end 
free-loader ... ideal for that account 
man about to undergo abdominal 
surgery . . . and other occasions 
which require a cheap gift. 

AD-UBERTIES—comes replete with an 
honest-to-goodness GIMMICK. A 
handy loop of cord attached to euch 
book permits you to hang it in the 
family reading room. Share the fun 
with your relatives, friends, serv- 
ants, tradesmen, ete. et 


ONLY 51 
less than 2¢ a laugh! L 


The Publishers of AD-LIBERTIES! 
will refund your dollar if you do not 
laugh aloud on first inspection! 


Get your copy at the nearest bookstore, 
newsstand or stationer's . . . or write 
direct. 


———— 


WIGGLESWORTH PRESS, Dept. P 
10 West 33 St, New York 1, 
RUSHI. copies of AD-LIBERTIES 
at $1.00 each from the limited 
supply in your bulging ware- 
houses. Send — gift envelopes so 
I can shake up a few intimate 
nds. Т enclose $. 


x 


NAME. 
ADDRESS t 


CITY— — — 204€ — STATE 
Wigulesworth Press... foundered in 1959 


=== 
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Delbert Mann (Marty, Bachelor Party) 
and a fine citified score. On the debit 
side, Miss Novak is foreseeably inelastic 
in this vital role and the author strains 
a little im trying to find valid obstacles 
to the marriage. As a demonstration of 
the meshing of arti: talents, tho 
the picture is a delight 

Shirley MacLaine, in Ask Any Girl, is a 
youth[ul hick come from the sticks to 
bachclor-girl life in New York. 
cepted procedure for such damsels 
is (a) to get a job and (b) to lose their 
тїшє. Unfortunately, scripter George 
Wells chose to ignore this convention 
and, despite some turquoise-tinted and 
more than moderately witty dialog, 
Shirl aches the end of the flick un- 
ravished. She does get jobs, though, first 
vith Jim Backus, a sweatcr manufacturer 
who wants to pull the wool over her 
eyes. He woos and pursues her, but she 
finally drives him off with a left hook. 
Then she gets a job with an ad agency 
run by brothers Gig Young and David 
Niven, A predictably square triangle en- 
sues, whose outcome is so obviously 
telegraphed as to make Western Union 
twitch in envy. Lack of motivation makes 
this comedy wispy, and thc scent of 
orange blossoms pervading its ending is 
saccharine, but director Charles Walters 
maintains a lively pace, there are some 
funny gags involved, and it's a passable 
excuse for spending a hot summer's eve 
in an airconditioned movie house. 


Take 10 pounds of old soap-opera 
scripts and grind well; add a dash of 
sex for spice and talent for surprise and 
guess what? It's The Young Philodelphions. 
We'll go through the plot-line slowly; ii 
seems that Paul Newman blithely labors 
misconception that he is of 
whereas actually he 
the result of a misconception betwe 
his mother and an obliging Irish con- 
tractor. (She м ricd to a husband 
who was impot nce her interest in 
the Gaelic gigolo.) Well sir, an assort 
ment of disappointments turns good 
natured ol Paul into a self-centered, 
grasping s(nm)o.b. and before he's re 
converted. into his lovable self by his 
efforts to save a former college chum 
from а trumped-up murder charge, he 
to hack his way through jiltings, se 
ductions, double-dealings and like that. 
Fine performances by three oldsters — 
Otto Kruger, Moni Love and B 
Burke — and topliners Newman, Bar 
Rush, Brian Keith, Alexis Smith and 
John Williams, almost make the whole 
thing worth the trouble. 


The dubbing is atrocious in the 
Franco-Italian Hercules, the script is un 
speakable, the acting non-existent, and 
the direction appalling, but you won't 
саге: there never was such a picture for 
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My Buddy, АП of You; Too Close 
For Сотой, In o Mellow Tone. 

1 love Роті Из АЙ Right With Ме; 
Boutles, Bongles, And Ввод 
Imoginotion: My Heart Stood Shi 
hnt In Time, 
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your favorite store, or send check 
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good honest chuckles. In the title role, 
Steve Reeves, an ex-Mr. America of bil 
lowy biceps, spends his time uprooting 
trees, throwing the Cretan bull, sailing 
Argo’ pleasure yacht, pulling down 
palaces, and sidling next to shapely 
Sylvia Koscina, whose low-cut and ultra 
short chiton permits her cleavage and 
upper thighs to alternately upstage 
cach other. The creators of this merry 
mishmash didn’t allow little things like 
motivation, characterization and logic 


to bother them, and neither should you. 


Some might have thought that Lewis 
Milestone, who directed the classic AIL 
Quiet on the Western Front, was endan- 
his reputation by choosing to 
direct another war movie, Pork Chop Hill. 
As it turns out, there was little risk in 
volved. Like AIL Quiet, this is an in- 
tensely anti-war film. The action, based 
on actual records, is an account of an 
American assault on a not terribly v 
hill in Korea, Melodrama, heroics and 
humor in evidence, but not as a 
glorification of the proc The 
G.L wisecracks, born of tensio 
acrid rather than amusing; the sce 
combat bear screaming. witness to war's 
inhumanity: and. there are shots of bat 
Че» aftermath. to show its senseless 
waste. James R. Webb wrote the screen- 
play with economy and integrity, and 
an able cast headed by Gregory Peck 
creates а story and a message you can't 
allord to miss. 


The Japanese Street of Shame — directed 
with great sympathy and delicacy by the 
late Kenji Mizoguchi, who did С 
is ostensibly a moralistic tract outlining 
the evils of professional love. But in our 
eyes, the picture does nothing of the 
sort, By failing to suggest the sordid side 
of the business and presenting the girls, 
instead, as nobly self-sacrificing in their 
«от to pay off parental debts, the 
screenplay has made a stronger pitch for 
the pros than for the antis. The picture 
is artistically shot and clinically interest 
ing, but depressing in its scenes of bone. 
deep poverty and those showing the 
ingratitude of the girls’ dependents 
There are some fi characterizations. 
though — Machiko Kyo as a cynical 
whore, Aiko Mimasu as а doting-mother 
whore and. Michiyo Kogur 
wife whore, One scene, where the brazen 
Machiko invites her father to go to bed 
with her, is a shocker. After all, she 
doesn't even like him. 
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Searching the seven hills of San Fran 
cisco for culinary adventure, it's easy to 
miss its most exotic and exciting dinin 
spot. Even with the address (1200 Cali- 
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The classic knit, newly 
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conservative colors. 
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You're close to everything when 
the Lake ‘Tower Motel is your 
Chicago home. Just 3 minutes 
from the Loop . . . the “Magnifi- 
cent Mile" the fabulous Near- 
North side. 250 delightful rooms 
— offering motel informality and 
convenience along with hotel lux- 
ury and services. 


ROBERT A. JENKINS, GENERAL MANAGER 


| motel 
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© Free Enclosed Self-Parking 
* Free All-Day Station Wagon 
Service To and From Loop 

Swimming Pool and Sun Patio 

Individual controls for 

ioning and heating 

ө Free TV in Every Room 

ө Free ice dispensers throughout 

* Dining Room and Coffee Shop 
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Cocktail Lounge doma 
Meeting and Banquet Facilities. 


Chicago is always a festival when 
you stay at the Lake Tower Motel 


LAKE SHORE DRIVE at OHIO STREET * SUperior 7-4700 
17 


PLAYBOY 


fornia at Jones, Nob Hill), Alexis" Tengier 
is not an easy place to find. No neon 
sign, nor hanging shingle, but a small 
brass plaque and miniature minaret 
ped awning mark this most intime 
and exclusive haunt of la haute cuisine. 
Alexis’ is the perfect setting for a ro- 
mantic evening out on the town. 
the ornate door and enter a N 
ern panoply of gold, red and black. Ask 
maire de André [ог a table in thc 
€ 
serves before-dii 
brosial hors d'oeuvres. 

is splendor is Alexis Merab, born ii 
1 Georgia, land of the Argo 
тї the Golden Fleece. There, the 
псе of great food and 
tradition banded from gene 
і ul so it was with 
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Jack wears the special Playboy Straw 
Boater. His admiring Playmates wear 
Straw Gondoliers. Ribbon on hats 

in bright red decorated with 

the unique Festival Insignia. 
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(S, M or L) 32.00. 

PLAYMATE Jazz Festival Hat 

(S. M or L) 52.00 


Beige denim blazers with brass 
buttons, raglan sleeves, roomy 
patch pockets and sporting 
the Festival Insignia, 


dishes, traditional Geor; 
tics and cxamples of classic French 
isine. Each dish is prepared by chef 

a $куопзо and saucier Boris 
Philippoff, both of whom were brought 
from Paris by Alexis. Choosing from а 
menu so replete with delectables is de- 
lightful. If you have a partiality for 
lamb, don't hesitate. The house specialty 
is shish kebab of rack of lamb amirani 


Ji D t via the flaming sword. Should you prefer BOE iuge pe 
immy emare fish, the filets of rex sole Veronique are PLAYMATE Jazz Festival Boer Blazer 
incomparable. Beef bulls will want to go are 


а tournedos Rossini 
ne; or, should the 


1 1 the French route à 
one s-i-2-e shirt |а 
music of the Near Fast, which walts 
b n here and there in the dining room, 
у ayson с you, you may want to try file 


io 
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232 E. Ohio St., Chicago 11, Illinois 
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of beef El Morocco. Poultry fanciers 
have a wide choice too: còteleue de 


volaille and canard à l'orange range with 

chic Kiev, boneless squab Istan ane N n 

bul and chicken Baghdad — cach has its г fe 

own subtle gourmandistic virtues and = = 
vices. The cellar is judged to be 5 

опе of the finest іп Ше country К fit 


be somewhat of a wrecker 
to the exchequer, The 
$10 per person, inclu 
can rise r 


Imagine...all these extra 
features in the one-size knit 
shirt that fits all men: 


ks, but it 
pidly depending on the num- 
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collar; 13 colors and white in 
а choice of heather tones in 
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COURTAULDS' COLORAY® RECORDINGS 

and combed cotton, or 

solids in 100% fine combed Fortunately for jazz fans, several of | Ù 

cotton; colorfast and the bop era's most luminous chieltains | s 


still around, creating as furiously 
nd as tastefully today as they did when 
Minton's was the place to wail Among 
those jazzmen who have continued to 
progress is trombonist J. J. Johnson. 
whose latest LP, Blue Trombone (Columbia 
1303). is a delight. Of course, Johnson 


JAYSON, Inc., 1115 Broadway, New York 10, N. ү. | bas able support in Max Roach, drums: 


wash-and-wear. Short 
sleeves $50 Long sleeves $585 


Available at fine 
stores everywhere 


or write: 


*Aup. 7,8 & 9 Chicago Stadium (see page 4) 


Paul Chambers, bass; and Tommy Flana- 
gan, piano, but Playboy Jazz Poll winner 
J- J- is in the spotlight throughout. The 
program is neatly divided between John- 
son originals (Kev; Blue Trombone and 
100 Proof) and standards (Hello, Young 
Lovers; What's New and Gone with the 
Wind). With Johnson sliding gracefully 
and the superb rhythm section floating 

long, there's not a stumble within lis 
tening range. 


A gentle, infectious style of singing. 
ith a pleasant feeling of rhythm and 
can be sampled on Bobby Darin's 
That's All (Atco 33-104). Bobby, as you 
probably know, is а youngish gentleman 
who has enjoyed socko success with the 
soda set via several 45-rpm platters 
(Splish Splash, etc.), and herein launches 
a full-fledged attempt to capture the gin- 
and-tonic crowd. He does it with this 
snappy collection of ballads and show 
tunes (outstanding: Mack the Knife and 
the title tune). You'll be hearing more 
from Mr, Darin. 

Benny Golson and the Philadelphians 
(United Artists 4020) is a brotherly sort 
of reunion. Among those on hand for 
the celebration are tenor man and com- 
poser Golson, trumpeter Lee Morgan, 
pianist Ray Bryant, bassist Percy Heath 
and drummer Philly Joe Jones. Thanks 
to the inclusion of several Golson origi- 
nals and arrangements, the session's con- 
tent is not as ba as some of the blow- 
ing-the-house-down kind you hear today. 
Golson's Stablemates, almost a jazz stand- 
ard by now, is included, as are his Blues 
on My Mind and Thursdays Theme. 
John Lewis charming Afternoon in 
Paris, Gigi Gryce's You're Not the Kind, 
and Bryant's Calgary round out the set. 
Golson plays effectively, more in the 
John Coltrane fashion than in past out- 
ings, and Morgan effortlessly zips through 
his trumpet choruses in a Dizzyan mode. 


Three London recordings of the 
Vienna Philharmonic playing Brahms 
provide a happy conjunction for the 
classical stereo buff. The First Symphony 
(CS 6016) and the Thied Symphony (CS 
6022) are given richly sonorous readings 
by conductor Rafael Kubelik, who seems. 
to understand Brahms’ upbeat joyfulness 
perhaps better than some more famous 
batonists who dwell on his darker as- 
pects. Example: the animation with 
which he imbues the Presto ending of 
the First's last movement. The Variations 
on a Theme of Haydn (CS 6030), that sturdy 
and likeable standby of current concert 
repertory, is capably led through its con- 
trapuntal paces by Hans Knappertsbusch 
in a recording which wonderfully (and 
for а wonder) lets you hear the separate 
orchestral voices; the flip side presents 
the peppy Academic Festival Overture, 


Do you feel like a Bessarabian and your winter lasts 12 months a 
sheep dog shaking off a blizzard?... year ‘cause it's always “snowing”? 


...and your best friends wonder Is that your dandruff problem, cousin? 
why you always wear polka dots? Then it's high time to... 


run to your barber and 


buy a bottle of Stephan's 


Your barber knows your dandruff problems... like 
nobody else. That's why he recommends Stephan's 
Dandruff Remover Hair Lotion. Stephan's gets to the 
root of the problem ... removes loose, flaky dandruff 
so effectively that your barber insists on selling it 
exclusively. Ask your barber about a take-home bottle 
of Stephan’s today. No problem, cousin! 
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MASTER 
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Learn French or Spanish easil 
home. This 40-lesson course is brought 
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price of $29.95 for twenty 78-rpm re 
ords. The complete course is taught b; 
mative instructors. You learn quickly, 
easily — at home in your spare time. 
The “Living Language" course is also 
available in Russian, German, Italian 
and Hebrew, 
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IMPORT SWEATER BY 
DJEZI OF FRANCE 


Luxurious 100% laine (wool) hip-length pull 
over sweater styled in the new Continental man- 
ner. Two pockets and side insert trim. Gals will 
love its versatile push-up sleeve length. Gold 
and charcoal, burgundy and charcoal, black and 
charcoal. Sizes S, M, L, XL. $19.95. Add 50¢ 
for handling. Check or money order. (No 
C.O.Ds please.) BY MAIL OR DROP IN 
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11340 5. Michigan Ave. Chicago 28, Illinois 
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with its studentsong then material 
and, for sudden contrast, the symphonic 
brooding, moody Tragic Overture, writ 
ten about the same time as the Festi- 
val (1879) — а contrast and contempor 
ameity, by the way, which 
up the complex 
acter and temperament of the composer. 

Bogs’ Opus (United Artists 40! 
hip jazz fan will tell you, must be the 
че for a Milt Jackson LP. And, of 


course, it is. But this time around, vibist 
Jackson is joined by Art 
pet; Benny Golson, tenor: Tommy 


а piano; Paul Chambers, 
and Connie Кау, drums. Jackson vil 
tos his way along with customary 


Im, 
but doesn’t upstage the horns. Farmer 
plays exquisitely on Thinking of You 
and Golson has his moments, too, Two 
of the latter's more impressive compo: 
sitions — Г Remember Clifford and Whis- 


per Nol— аге included, John 
Lewis Afternoon in Paris, Jackson's 
Blues for Diahann and Ill Wind. The 
lastnamed is a ballad à la B 
remarkably personal and fr 
matter, аге most of the sounds on 
this LP. 


\ most pleasant Four Freshmen can 
be heard on Love tost (Capitol stereo 
1189), a sure-fire collection of romantic 
ballads — Spring Is Here, I Should Care, 
I Wish I Knew, etc.— donc up mellow 
and gentle, without hoke or strato 
ights by the Frosh. Perfect f 
nd she'll dig 
Best of Lerner 
end Loewe (Verve 2106) spotlights an en 
thusiastic young (21) supperclub bari 
tone who accompanies himself on. the 
885 and gently swings to some of L & L's 
most memorable tunes; There But [or 
You Go 1, Almost Like Being in Love, 
I've Grown Accustomed to Her Face and 
1 Toujours, among others, all of which 
prove fine fodder for Bobby's bright 
brand of piping. Another star in the 
supper-club y can be heard on Wel- 
tome Matt Dennis (Jubilec stereo 1105), an 
outrageous pun of a title, but contain- 
ing some superior Dennis. As you might 
have guessed, the tunes are all home 
and-hearth oriented. (You'd Be So Nice 
to Come Home To, Check to Check, 
Let's Put Ош the Lights, eve). Like it 
no home should 
nd we 
‘agree. June Christy Recalls Those Kenton Doys 
itol stereo 1202) is a noble experi 
ment, one that strives, in June's own 
words, “to be faithful to the spirit of 
the original while being true to what we 
all feel and do and like today.” June's 
Kenton days, of course, produced. such 
classics as Just A-Sittin’ and A-Rockin', 
Willow Weep for Me, Across the Alley 
from the Alamo, How High the Moon, 
ctc, and they're all reprised here, with 
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RENE BLOCH AND HIS BIG LATIN BAND 


R819 Hear Rene Bloch's big Latin 


band with drive, drive, drive, and ex- 
citing brass! This is "Cha-Cha" that's 
DIFFERENT! 


'STEREOPHONIC 


HIFIRECORD 
HIGH FIDELITY RECORDINGS, INC. 


7803 Sunset Boulevord, Hollywood 46, Colifornio 
In Cenodo — Sporton Records * Р.О. Box 5035 
london, On! 


Pete Rugolo on the podium and June 
displaying her 1959 style of singing. 
The collaboration is successful, but not, 
we feel, up to the originals. India Adams 
on Comfort Me with Apples (RCA Victor 
stereo 1943) displays a studiously sexy 
set of pipes, a big, belting voice not 
unlike a combination of Lena Horne 
and Julie Wilson. Her tunes are pur. 
posely provocat id she takes obvious 
delight, on It's Silk, in asking her listen- 
ers to... feel it, feel it, but don't blow 
your top"; and on a hot little number 
titled Tabasco, it is India's seductive 
pleasure to grow! out: "Olé, Olé — 
better that way, just a little cach d 
You may have heard it all before, but In- 
dia docs manage to get under your skin. 


fe is 


The atmosphere around New York's 
recording studios is increasingly per- 
cussive these days. No less than 10 dru 
mers — three jazz and seven Latin — con 
tribute to an amazing round of thuds, 
crashes, croserhythms, chants and wail- 
ing solos under the title Holiday for Skins 
(Blue Note 4004) by Art Blakey. This, if 
it can be categorized at all, is Afro-C 
bana Swahili-Amei and whether 
you're just a Saturday-night bongo buff 
ог a serious student, vou should dig 
everything from trce-log to timbales on 
this wild workout. Man, we've come a 
long way from the rumba. 

The ay of a friendly gnat, with over 
ies of Eartha Kitt and undertones of 
Andy Devine: this is the vocal cquip- 
ment of Tammy Grimes (Olf Broadway 401), 
and well she does with it, too. In this 
recording, she sings the songs she fea- 
tured in her stay at Julius Monk’s Down 
stairs at the Upstairs. Her approach to 

comic rendition is debonair and 
unique; when a word or note lies at the 
outer limits of her miniscule range, she 
in Fit as a Fid- 
this is not to suggest that 

talents are limited to the 
She is also able to wring from 
¢ drops of emotion, as 
notably, in the bitterly bantering Ta! 
Him. Also included in her 15 fine rendi 
tions are Molly Malone, Limehouse 
Blues, What Shall 1 Do? and Something 
Sort of Grandish. The last title, going by 
the cover photo at least, describes Miss 


Grimes’ looks as well as her singing. 


swallows or ignores it 
dle, but 
Tammy's 


| dozens of new and established 
record companies jumping on the classi 
al LP and st ndwagons and crank- 
ing out indifferent recordings of the 
standard repertory, our admiration 
grows for such projects as Decca's 
Archive Productions, recorded in Ger- 
any by the Deutsche Grammophon 
cllschaft, which continues to produce 
monophonic LPs toward a complete his- 
tory of European music. Their efforts so 
far have been characterized by superb 
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VOLUME 2 


Just released — 2 12" LPs featuring winners of the 
1958 PLAYBOY Jazz Poll / 10 pages of notes, biographies, 


photographs, up-to-date discographies 
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VOLUME 1 


Still a best seller — PLAYBOY's first jazz album with 

winners of the 1957 PLAYBOY Jazz Poll /2 12" LPs plus10 pages 
of complete info on the winning musicians 
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send check or money order to: 


PLAYBOY JAZZ/DEPT. 128 
232 East Ohio Street, Chicago 11, Illinois 


fidelity, purity of performance and liner 
notes of impeccable scholarship rather 
than hard-sell raves, The most recent ol 


FREE... YOUR OWN these we've spun—to our delight — is 
COLLEGE OR CLUB CREST The Germon Pre-Clossics: Series A (Archive 

3109) featuring four concertos by the 
Brookfield Blazers self-taught Georg Philipp Telemann, who 


100% All Wool *2! 


penned them between 1700 and 1760. 
"Ehe music is as cheerful and bubbly as 
a champagne cocktail, with the oboes 
chasing the flutes, the flutes chasing the 
oboes, both of whom unite to chase the 
fideles, with all three of them ganging 
up on the recorders. Viola da samba, 
bassoon and oboe d'amore cheer from 
the sidelines and the entire group of 
German musicians, led by Emil Seiler, is 
first rat 


ccatlege, fraternity, athiens 
club or organization— 
free, for your group. 

(on fine quality authentic: 
говма вазага. 


As if there weren't enough jazz pigcon- 
holes to fret about, now we have to con 
cern ourselves with t tuba and 
West Coast tuba. The former is promi- 
nently represented in the person of Don 
Butterfield on an engaging album with 
trumpeter Clark Terry, Top end Bottom 
Bross (Riverside sterco 1137). Butterfield 
10015 the brass monster, ad lib, as if it 
were a piccolo. Terry, on Flügelhorn and 
trumpet, is his usual jaunty, supersar 
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alone. The other tuba cat is C 
Red Callender, who plays it on only four 
of the 11 tracks, relying on the conven 
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Darby, Р; .Benetts 
Dearborn, Mich. . Royal Clothes tonal string bass for the n the: 
Denver, Colo. . May-D&F | Gerald Wilson on trumpet and € 


gins on piano as well. Maybe our 
thinking is twisted, but Red blowing 
I'll Be Around impressed us as 
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Picards Clothes Shop 
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Fall River, Mass. .. 
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EUR N. C. .Ben Ellis nd wonderful sound. Also, we 
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Calif. Kurt Korn! 
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Oregon Clothing Store 
AE „Jerry Schwartz 
Carnegie Park Sportswear 
Philadelph Cye-Harold Mens Store 
Iph Lit Bros, 
Point Pleasant, W. Va. ...Ben Franklin Со. 


BOOKS 


Monroe, Wisc. 
Mt. Clements, 
The Tents of Wickedness (Little, Brown, 


5) is the fourth novel by Peter De 
Vries, who claims to be а "serious novel- 
ist writing comic novels." Perhaps it is 
this lofty image of himself that is re 
sponsible for the fact that his novels 
grow progressively unfunnier. Tents is 


Dshkosh, Wise. 
Parma, Ohio ... 
Pennsylvania 


Port Arthur, Texas... Bluestein’s 
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roots not in the rich loam of human ex- 
perience but in the chemical tank of 
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which the protagonist, though he may 
get as far as actually cl into bed 
with а Lus, never makes out, or il he 
docs, discovers in the final chapter that 
the illegitimate child he thought was his, 
isn't. What is Mr. De Vries, in spite of 
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himself, trying to tell us? By conveniently 
making his hero a frustrated. literary 
n, De Vries is able to pepper the book 
with parodies of prose-writers Faulkner, 
Proust, Marquand, Dreiser, Thurber, et 
and since apparently he also wants 
to dispose of seve 
his trunk, he invents 
who writes "derivati 
whole effect, а couple of too-brief funny 
scenes notwithstanding, is of a pastiche 
Scotch-taped together for the amuse- 
ment of Mr. De Vries cronies. The fa- 
miliar De Vries puns are still display: d, 
some twice (“Legal Tender Is The Night” 
appears on pages 135 and 253). I Mr 
De Vries were not umbilically tied to 
The New Yorker, that magazine might 
conceivably comb Tenis for a series ol 
excerpts publishable under some such 
title as Infatuation With Sound Of Own 
Cash Register Department, for we have 
“metallic women with eyes like nickels” 
(p. 5), "women with eyes like coins in 
whose metallic laughter . .. " (p. 103). 
Pity was the underside of the coin of 
contempt" (р. 108), “ . . . That flabby 


impressionability thanks to which a man 
standing barefoot on a coin can tell 
whether it is heads or tails” (p. 117) 


“Even her feet were changed. She wore 
no shoes as yet, but there was something 
about them: that it took me a second to 
place. She had been walking through 


money, that was it, lots of money . . . 
(p. 118), "So having failed in опе life 
he migrates to its opposite; but it’s not 


its opposite really, since it’s simply the 
other side of the same coin' " (р. 145), 
I'm going to hand you a coin with 
your eyes closed. I want you to hold it in 
your fist and tell me what it i" (p. 
240). Dear Mr. De Vries: we are cruel 
only to be kind. As the only comic novel 
ist in the country worth a damn, why 
don't you straighten up? 


In case you are not up on these thing 
am asasan is а one-hundred-foot-lor 
blister, a saro is a pen that looks like 
pencil, a jazrauax is а drunk jazz quar 


let, а PAMMER is a photograph of dino 
surs, and а WONSOME hus the same 
meaning as narb. These definitions are 


culled from a six-year-old’ Dictionary of 
Goofy Words, which is only one small 
part of H. Allen Smith's latest, Don't Ger 
Perconel with o Chicken (Little, Brown. 
2.05). Like his Witte Me a Poem, Baby 
(Playboy After Hours, November 1956), 
this is collection of kiddic creativity 
From it, you will learn that "Denver is 
just below the ‘O’ in Colorado," that 
"Abraham Lincoln was shot by Clare 
Boothe Luce," that "Pins are a means of 
saving life by not swallowing them, 
and а lot of other indispensable stuff. 

The Cool World (Little, Brown, $3.75) by 
Warren. Miller is the world in which 


teenager Duke Custis moves. The locale 
is H; ind Dui occupations arc 


mand of a g 
headquarters and 
titute; h 


pports its own pros- 
es his living by pushing 
Duke's ша ambition, 
is to own a gun with which he 
can lead his fellows into battle against a 
neighboring street gang. The story is raw 
and real and sometimes universal to the 
point of discomfort, as when ике» 
gang, preparatory to waging war, spends 
hours deliberately working up hate 
anst its “enemy.” It's to socie 
shame and the author's credit that there's 
nothing artificial about this novel, pow- 
crfully told in the protagonist's own 
vernacular. Jt makes for a couple of 
hours of compelling and disturbing 
reading. 


ET 


In one of the most two-fisted indict- 
ments of the year, Judge John М. Mur- 
tagh, Chief Magistrate of the City of 
New York, апа Sara Harris, а sociologist 
and writer, unabashedly lay bare the 
pathetically inept and stupid narcotics 
Jaws extant in the United States. The 
hook is Who Live in Shodow (McGraw-Hill, 
0), and it is the authors’ contention 
that our current drug laws are unjust 
because the penalties "fall mainly upon 
the victims of the traffic — the addic 
— rather than upon the dope ra 
The laws and Murtagh backs his ire 
with documented evidence throughout — 
make no distinction whatever betwce 
the violator who is a profiteering pusher 
and the addict, the sad little sick simp 
who gets hooked by the dru; 
by the cops. Main target of the attack is 
Commissioner of N 
slinger, who for 30 ye; 
that the addict is nothing more than а 
common criminal, has advocated the 
punative, prohibitory approach to the 
drug problem, which has been an obv 
ous failure (there are more addicts in 
the U.S, today than in all other Western 
countries combined; more users in Man- 
hatın alone than in all of Europe). 
Auslinger turns a deaf ear toward the 
methods that have worked in Engla 
(there are less than 400 known addicts 
there), where doctors are allowed to dis- 
pense drugs to users and to treat them 
in their own offices, practices forbidden 
in the U.S, Murtagh and Harris offer 
a list of solutions to the U.S. drug prob- 
Jem, and also a horrifying look at the 
the Mafia operates and at the life of 
nkie. ‘This is a sober, eye-opening 
book that should be read by everyone. 


Latest victim of jazz-novelitis is Garson 
(Born Yesterday) Kanin, no less. His 
Blow Up е Storm (Random House, 58.95) 
boasts the three standard ingredients of 
all such tomes: the frustrated cat who 
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wunder —buy! r the family car built for fun! Peppy, | "9 dames рай, and the interracial ro- 


5 ү, | mance It also goes in for elliptical 
roomy, unlimited visibility. AlLaluminum air-cooled rear engine . . . can't 8 1 


E ilog that suggests Hemingway crossed 
overheat ever! Superb roadability. Does up to 70 mph. Hoards дав! Up to 50 mpg | çin a1 Morgan (typical clipped sen- 


on regular gas. PRINZ-ly style. = tences: "Forward to seeing you, Woody" 
and ^ There's a wild”). There Tor jazz 
fans, weird anachronisms by the dozen 
(prcRepeal Billie Holiday and Roy 
Eldridge records): indeed, the entire 
ased on a rewrite of jazz history 
hronistic in itself, viz. а popu. 
ШШДЕ | larly successful mixed band in 1932-33, 
years before even the precedentsctting 
Benny Goodman Trio dared appear in 
public, and a full decade befo nyone 
could have organized a completely inter 
racial septer like the one Ка i 
The author's narcotics terminology, too, 
is a litle mixed up; а potsmoker, for 
instance, would never be termed a hop- 
head, a person addicted to opium. These 
objections aside, this is а better-than 
novel. The narrator, like Kanin 
а saxophonist manqué. who 
ywright, unwinds through flash 
backs th se and fall of Woody Wood- 
ruff, a trumpet. player with more talent 
than soul, а man in turn arrogant, bitter 
and pathetic. The death of a pep-pill- 
gobbling Negro drummer in his septet 
is the key to a plot that shows keen in 
sights into the musicians’ minds. But like 
V. $. IMPORTER: FADEX COMMERCIAL CORP. Executive вез and showroom, Dept РВВ . 487 Park Мете, Нем York 22, New York | ll jazzmen por d in novels, they are 
Dealers from coast lo coast. Overseas delivery arranged lor ушш Éerepess plaasure Wole fer erature and address of your темей dealer | piven too romanticized and unreal meta 


—— physical dialog; nevertheless, they 
Pe EES | far more credible than the usual c 


= board cutouts, and there is among the 
Negro. charactery enough. variegation to 


avoid any suggestion of stereotyping. Its 


Gæ- OFFICIAL HEADQUARTERS ga) |: pd 


racial nuances, nostalgia and Welt 


Ро нү | that’s a 


himself, 
turns рі 


4499499999999949999999609 3 The Challenge of the Spoceship (Harper, 
ч wo ыыы ыыы » 
١ 
AUGUST "2. 18 & 
оаа ава 
GOGO in point of fact, only a bit more than 
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tioncer Arthur C. Clarke is timely 
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obvious 


volume containing some fascinating and 

informed speculation concerning man’s 

ta book-length accumulation of writ- 

you're staying at the Sherman you may attend the big PLAYBOY parties ings by Clarke has been ha ily assembled 
being held for the Playboy Jazz Festival musicians and Playboy staff. 


schmerz, and for all its superficial weak 
nesses, we suspect you'll dig it. 

conquest of space. Too timely, perhaps: 
to cash in on current curiosity about 
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his scientific knowledge to create delight 
ful humor, as when he composes a Mar- 
tian scientific paper which proves beyond 


fertile imaginativeness combines with 
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doubt the impossibility of sentient life 
on Earth. Despite the visibility of the 
volume's patchwork seams, it is a pro 
vocative and exciting job. 

If author Lawrence Lipton is to be 
believed, Venice West, California — a 
déclassé resort turned slum — is the new 
Jerusalem of Beat, surpassing in its 
dedication to the conformity of the self- 
styled non-conformists such older en- 
claves of the disafüliated as San Fran. 
cisco's North Beach and New York's 
Village. Lipton, the middle-aged sage 
and father confessor of the place, says 
Venice West is a hipster beachhead on 
the frontiers of our square civilization, 
a wildlife refuge for those barbarians 
who assail it not with the weapons of 
war “but with the songs and ikons of 
peace." The Holy Barbarians (Messner, $5) 
is a highly readable, revealing, affec- 
tionate, partisan portrait of this new 
Beatburg, its inmates, and its songs 
and ikons of peace— which include 
spontaneous poetry read to jazz pot, 
horse, undemonstrative but free-whecl- 
ing sex, a vocabulary as rigid and stunted 
as the Regular Army's, and a direction- 
less intellectual voracity. Lipton docu- 
ments it all, with casc histories, taped 
conversations, and his own frequently 
sapient analyses of topics whose chapter 
headings are self-explanatory (The Love- 
ways of the Beat Generation, The 
Euphoric Fix, Down with the Rat Race: 
The New Poverty, Cats Possessed: Ritual 
and the Beat, among them). The cats of 
Venice come through as excrutiatingly 
voluble, extremely self-centered, humor- 
less about themselves, rather inartistic 
despite their claim to sole ownership of 
honest creativity, and brutally con- 
temptuous of the square world which 
they deem to owe them a living. If you 
want to get turned on to beat behavior, 
however, this is the best guidebook going 

At the turn of the century New York 
City was the crime capital of the coun- 
try. 1900-type sin was loud, lusty, cheap 
and anarchical. Crime was run in a 
crude and inefficient fashion. One man 
changed all that. He was Arnold Roth- 
stein, who, before he died of a bullet in 
the belly in 1928, had originated and 
molded to near-perfection practically 
every big-time hood technique. lt was 
“A.R.” who originated rum-running dur- 
ing Proh n, who backed the first of 
the modern gangsters, Jack "Legs" Dia 
mond, who was the first to sce the possi- 
bilities in highjacking. But Rothstein 
was much more than a mere racketeer. 
He was an underworld executive, a mas- 
ter politician; he was a financier for 
every kind. of criminal enterprise, and 
above all he was a gambler. Rothstein 
would bet $150,000 on a poker hand, 
once made $850,000 on a single horse 


race. He was а calculating gambler, no 
plunger, and he usually won. He made 
book, too, starting as a “lay-off” or 
“come-back-money” specialist (one who 
accommodates other bookmakers who 
find themselves overextended on one 
side of a proposition), Rothstein estab- 
lished the investment technique that has 
made modern organized crime really 
powerful: burying crooked money in 
legitimate enterprises. He never spent a 
day in jail, but he was probably the most 
important single figure in the history of 
American crime. Leo Katcher's full-scale 
study of him, The Big Bonkroll (Harper, 
$5), isa thoroughly fascinating account of 
the incredible life and times of a man 
who could tie up $2,000,000 in narcotics 
but still be persuaded to loan 

rageous interest, the $25,000 tl 
Abie's Irish Rose on Broadway. Katcher's 
research has been thorough, including 
such minutiae as substantiation of the 
fact that Rothstein, like most compulsive 
gamblers, had little interest in sex, or 
anything else except making money by 
every criminal means that a resourceful, 
inventive and totally asocial mind could 
conceive. 


Half-lrish, half-Hindu Aubrey Menen 
is known for some half-dozen books 
which logically combine Gaelic wit with 
Delhic wisdom. His latest, The Fig Tree 
(Scribner's, $8.50), hurls some tolerably 
aimed shafts at current scienceolatry; it's 
a ribald romp about a bumptious British 
biochemist who, to his horror, produces 
a roaring aphrodysiac. In Italy, no less! 
Hired to improve the yield of Neapoli- 
tan flora, Harry Wesley grows a treeful 
of figs whose priapic properties are posi- 
tively Vesuvian. But alas, since this is 
Menen, the only two people to taste 
them are the most asexual pair in the 
world: Harry himself and his buddy Joe 
Bellman, a rotund, rubicund American 
remittance-man whose only passion is 
food. ("Shall I never enjoy another 
meal?” he wails un-Americanly. "Only 
women, women, women, women!") They 
proceed to wrestle alternately with their 
consciences and with any female in sight 
until their erratic, erotic exploits become 
a cause célébre, even penetrating the 
chaste walls of the Vatican. Despite the 
modern setting, Menen imparts a ba 
roque, Renaissance flair to the book, and 
though it occasionally slips off into 
baroquefort, you'll find some of it yeasty 
indeed. 


Conversotions with Igor Strovinsky (Double- 
day, $4) is just that: diamond-faceted 
gumbeating held with and recorded by 
the famous composer's friend, Robert 
Craft. The old (in years only) master 
thinks and speaks with a mountain 
spring's clarity and brisk, bubbling on- 
rush, which is not to say that he is all 
wet. Musical theory is “Hindsight. It 
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cows have hides good enough for these “Paris” Belts. 
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doesn't exist. There are compositions 
from which it is deduced.” Music critics 
“misinform the public and delay com- 
prehension” of new works. Jazz can be 
ion that never ar- 
rare һем... 
inment in the 
(he admires Shorty Rogers). " "Ех- 
periment’ means something in the sci- 
ences; it means nothing at all in musical 
composition." The "music of the fu- 
ture"? "It will very much resemble the 
"music of the present’: for the man in 
the satellite — super-hi-fi Rachmaninov.” 
But Stravinsky's most winning comments 
are about pcople— people in general 
("The French will do absolutely any- 
thing to get [theatre] tickets except buy 
them") and specific people he has known, 
loved, despised: йїп, Proust, Ortega 
у Gasset, T. S. Eliot (“that kindest, wisest 
and gentlest of men"), pin (“that 
idiot from every nonvocal point of view, 
and from some of these"), Picasso, great 
friend and fellow-worker of youth, 
with whom he was arrested in Naples 
for urinating against a wall, Debussy, 
who flattered him to his face and in- 
sulted him behind his back, the dying 
ed screaming and 
ighing, but Ravel died 
у. That is the worst"), his great 
teacher, Rimsky-Korsakov, im his coffin 
("1 could not help crying. His widow 
said, "Why so unhappy? We still have 
Glazunov.' It was the cruelest remark 1 
have ever heard, and 1 have never hated 
again as I did in that moment"). In May 
of 1953, Stravinsky and Dylan ‘Thomas 
decided to collaborate on an opera, and 
the composer built an annex to his Holly- 
wood home to house the blowsy Welsh 
poet for the duration of their creative 
labors. "I wrote him October 25 in New 
York and asked for word of his arrival 
plans in Hollywood, 1 expected a tele- 
gram ... announcing the hour of 
airplane. On November 9 the telegram 
came. It said he was dead,” Stravinsky 
can paint vivid images with words sec 
ond only to those he pitints with tone: 
of Bach's instrumental writing, he en- 
thusiastically says "You can smell the 
resin in hi їп parts, taste the reeds 
in the oboes"; and of the alto saxophone, 
an instrument he does not esteem, he 
can yet say that its "juvenilelelinquent. 
personality floating out over all the yast 
decadence of [Berg's] Lulu is the very 
apple of that opera’s fascination.” One 
is therefore reminded of Shakespeare's. 
eloquent Antony claiming "I am no 
orator" and silvertongued Othello in- 
sisting "Rude am I in my speech" when 
this brilliant, dynamic old man says “1 
lack words and have no gift for this sort 
of thing. . .. " There are plenty of 
photographs, plus letters from. Dylan 
"Thomas, Debussy. Ravel. 
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а new novelette By HERBERT GOLD 


“ALL RIGHT!” SHE SAID. "Feel better tonight. I'll try to do the same." 

“We'll both try," her husband said dryly, and she stood holding the door 
open for him. Within herself Sheila felt the quarrel reaching the point of 
fire again, anguish and hatred, then pure bright contempt, simply because 
his hasty unhappy breakfast had left а smudge of soft-boiled egg in the corner 
of his mouth; but of course she said nothing; she was sorry, he was sorry; 
and as the screen door fell to, she leaned, frowned, watched his sagging 
retreating shoulders out to the car, the cotton sack suit pulled shapeless at 
the pockets. 

She wished that he would learn not to stuff things in his pockets — it gave 
him fat hips — but nevertheless she was sorry for him. He had arranged a 
transfer to the Miami laboratories of G. S. Perry, Inc., just because she 
loved the sun; now he suffered the daily rush-hour trip through heat into 
town from Fort Lauderdale, leaving her behind to consider how tropical 
clothes robbed his rapidly aging body of the dignity which bulky northern 
tweeds had allowed it. She was sorry they quarreled. She was sorry they had 
no children, sorry she looked so much younger than Fred, sorry they fed on 
a dict of senseless cruelty and quarrels whose origin she could often not 
even remember; sorry, sorry, sorry. 

Most of all she was sorry for herself, 

But she would do the best she could 
for both of them. 


The nights of tears and chill tense THE 


huddling on se] te countries of their 


double bed usually ended with an SENDER 


abrupt desperate spasm of lovemaking, 
р: B, 


engorging and unsatisfying, and then 
perhaps they slept an hour or two, and OF 


then the alarm clock sounded — nothin; 

settled, nothing changed, Sas LETTERS 
helped. There would be the weary clop- 

clop bumping about, breakfast, and 

then — as on this morning — he left her 

in peace. 

Peace and loneliness, not friends but her most intimate parents. 

But abruptly Sheila smiled: her mood changed: luxuriously she stretched, 
shook her hair, and shed her clothes. She took a quick comfort, like an extra 
cup of coffee, in the reminder that she still looked young enough to wear her 
sundightened hair long to her shoulders, or in thick plaits, or any way she 
chose. Naked but for her hair, she walked about the ho strolling idly, 
enjoying her body alone as she never did under her husband's clasp. She felt 
the carly heat of the Florida summer day seeping in under the roof and 
through the window against which the slats of Venetian blinds rustled in an 
occasional sea breeze. No living person could see her, but the white of sky 
and the flash of sun were eyes. And she could glimpse her own body in the 
mirror, although in her innermost northern heart she felt it immoral to 
мага and stare. She merely walked slowly, casually pecking. back and forth 
before the glass. 

It was still fine, high, lithe. She stood stretching on the chill tiles. Yes, why 
should foolish childhood prohibitions deprive her of pleasure in her own 
body? ‘There was a poet who said, “The lust of the goat is the bounty of 
God." In an unhappy world, Sheila argued, don't we all deserve what little 
joy we can find? And did not poor Sheila's flesh — her work of art — deserve 
the same rapt contemplation which the sculptor gives his statue? 

Yes. She stopped and found new slopes and valleys, the marvelous shifting 
geography of a lovely woman's body. At 30, Sheila still possessed that faintly 
adolescent grace, gawky and unused, for which the pretty woman who will 
never bear children is sometimes the envy of her friends. Self-love seems to 
replace love of family, and at its highest skill molds an adorable creature 
barely betrayed by line at nose and dip at mouth, The tan too served Sheila 
well. and in the half-light of sunny yellows and browns, the marks of straps 


the ardent, angry, dangerous tribute 
of a pickup on the beach 


PLAYBOY 


34 


and the line of her swimsuit framed the 
delicious forbidden areas. 

With an angry pout she turned from 
the mirror. She had come too close 
without realizing it. Dreams are no one's 
fault. 

Hastily now she seized swimsuit, ex- 
travagant sail of towel, terrycloth robe, 
sunglasses and notebook. The notebook 
was in case she wanted to write a poem, 
although she never did. She thought 
thoughts, however, and it was nice to 
know that she could write them down 
if she only cared to. She put her beach 
equipment into the woven souvenir 
basket that Fred had bought her on 
their trip to Puerto Rico and set it on 
the back seat of her red Renault con- 
vertible in the carport, its top already 
folded down and ready. The little 
French runabout was an anniversary 
gift from Fred, paid for out of his bonus 
for solving а troublesome detail at the 
lab; it had brought a truce between 
them which lasted for weeks; it was a 
putt-putt darling and a marvel for her 
little trips to the beach. She loved the 
way she looked in it bouncing down the 
sand road, her long blonde hair flying 
(its color changed by the sun, not by 
anything artificial) her intense little 
chin lifted to the breeze and her cyes 
secretive behind sunglasses. 

The move to Fort Lauderdale was 
justified by such fine moments. After 
their quarrels and furtive reconcilia- 
tions, Fred could sometimes sleep a lit- 
ue, but Sheila got none of the good of 
these bitter nights. Insomnia had been 
a menace to her skin, her hair, her 
health itself up north. It steals the gloss. 
Now, however, she could hurry off to 
the beach and lic quivering, easing un- 
der the sun in the gentle urging of sun. 
The salt smell of ocean and the ever- 
lasting fierce ptobing light burned her 
to sleep; she could return home later 
and make dinner for Fred and perhaps 
life would go on. He would be ex- 
hausted from his day at the laboratory 
after the terrible nights of unhappy 
marriage. Sometimes she returned from 
the beach темей, at peace, and willing 
to forgive. It was as if the occasional 
flies, like imperative lovers, headlong 
and undeterred by either slap or passiv- 
ity, sucked the anger from her body 
which yielded only under the sun. 

Fred was a nice guy, one of the 
world’s slender store of nice guys, and 
also inward-looking, gifted, and pleased 
with his gift. This is not enough for 
ndy, pale, thin-chested, with 
g pout of a middle-aged 
belly despite his boyish legs and arms, 
he had, it seemed, been born with a 
passion for chemistry; and when it 
turned out that Sheila could never have 
children, he directed all his creative lust 
into his work, except for that forever 
new, forever crushed adoration of Sheila 


that made each argument a torment and 
made him then go touching her at 
night, tentatively, imploringly, like that 
first time years before when they parked 
in his father's prewar Hudson. He wore 
glasses and held the newspaper nearly 
at arm's length; he needed bifocals, but 
would not get them because he did not 
want Sheila to be reminded that age 
catches up with everyone, even those 
who love their youth too much, as she 
did. Despite his sandy receding hair and 
narrow, peaked face, he had a firm, de- 
termined and realistic mouth. He was 
а good organic chemist and an intelli- 
gent man. If his choice of Sheila to love 
was foolish, he did not fool himself 
about her. The most logical minds have 
the most irrational ambitions. He ac- 
cepted the fact that he loved her and 
he could not bear the thought of losing 
her. He would fight, he would plead, 
he would wait patiently through all her 
moods of childish petulance. 

Both weak men and strong men 
would long since have given her up — 
the weak because of weakness, the strong 
because of strength. The weak man 
would despair of her; the strong one 
would learn to go his way without her. 
Fred knew himself to be neither of these 
final cases. He simply loved her and was 
determined not to be broken by her. 
And not to lose her. 

He had a rare consolation and nour- 
ishment — а deep love of his research — 
and this absorption in work helped him 
to survive and even to grow while in 
thrall to an angry woman. He could 
turn outside himself; Sheila could only 
turn within, to that girlish dream of 
the cavalier lover, her first and last re- 
course. 

She knew it of herself. 

Why now did the dream return with 
such stifling intensity? Sun-battered 
flecks of green and yellow spun slowly, 
revolved to a stop behind her eyelids. 
The deserted weekday beach had al- 
tered. Someone was watching. She could 
not sce him, but her body responded, 
yearning toward admiration. It was odd 
how this happened; the black dead fall 
of the beach nap which remedied her 
nighttime insomnia depended on the 
study of strolling men — they were her 
silent protecting chamber — and usually 
she awoke suddenly, with a lively pleas- 
ure, when a man stopped and stared and 
she felt his desire penetrate her dream- 
less sun-drenched dozinj 

She opened her eyes. “What — what?" 

“I'm sorry, Miss — ah, M'am,” he said, 
elaborately taking notice of her wed- 
ding ring when she moved. “I thought 
maybe you were aslecp and maybe 1 
should wake you up." He grinned and 
showed a coarse, healthy row of thickly 
tobacco-stained tecth. “Reason is, M’am, 
1 once had a friend fell asleep face up 
like that in the sun, and she —I mean 


he — was wearing sunglasses but she 
really burned her eyes bad. Dangerous 
business. Maybe you're not used to the 
sun down here.” 

She stretched, pushing sand, 
sat up and held her knees. 
from up north until this year, but you 
get the tan fast.” 

“Yes, yes,” he said, eying her deliber 
ately, all over, his excuse a scholarly 
concern with her color. "Yes, Ma'm, but 
eyclids are another story, and the tender 
. . Well, my friend, she, I mean 


While he talked to her, standing with 
his shadow stretched out in the morn- 
ing sun on the deserted beach, she 
studied the stranger. He was wearing a 
tee-shirt and denim pants and white 
tennis shoes without socks, almost 
college-boy carwashing uniform; the tee- 
shirt was cut at the neck, and then 
drawn together with a shoelace in an 
odd affectation; he was no college boy — 
he was at an indeterminate. slender. 
healthy age, with a saltwcathered, deep- 
ly tanned face, small, prying black eyes, 
and a graceful, very youthful stance as 
he grinned and chattered at her so fast 
that it took her a time to understand 
that what he said made no difference 
to him or to her; it was just his clever 
and experienced way of putting them 
at thelr ease with each other. 

“Engineer on Captain Sam Olliver's 
boat... The engincer gets а share and 
a quarter on shrimp, you know, and 
we had ourselves a real good trip— 
thirty-five days and twenty-cight hur 
dred dollars y share... Happens 
sometimes, Ma'm. 

She was interested and, still standing, 
he gritined and told her. “The captain 
gets a share and a half, plus two per- 
cent—oh it's complicated. The cook 
and me, we get a share and a quarter 
Mess time is important to men out like 
that The crew, well, a share each, 
When you have a good catch, you're 
rich for a while. Then you wait till it’s 
time to go out agai 

"Sounds like a good life." 

He did not answer. Instead he 
stretched, still grinning, and finally said, 
“Yes, but out on a small ship like that, 
just pulling in nets and seeing to the 
engine for thirty, thirty-five days . . . 
Well, Ma'm, you get to missing things." 

Sheila gasped. Abruptly he had 
reached for his belt and was unloosening, 
it and unsnapping the pants and down 
they fell. 

"My Lord, honey, I mean Ma'm, 
you're jumpy, aren't you? What do you 
think a sailor is made of?" 

ОГ course he was wearing something 
underneath, a black bikini swimsuit 
which did not at all match the rough 
beach-strolling clothes. He was an engi- 

(continued on page 86) 
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modern diving 


By KEN PURDY 


A - - — Frank Sinatra and His DUAL GHIA 


the mating of foreign bodies 
with domestic motors creates 


an exciting breed of car 


HE AUTOMOBILE CONNOISSEUR has long 
LESTER happy results that must 
attend the mating of the best in Ameri 
can and Continental models. The typical 
European sports car has a lovely Italian 
ate body, sleek, low, chrome-free, run- 
ning a small, fussy, fastturning and 
hard-to-service engine. The typical Amer- 
ican high-performance car has a big, im 
mensely powerful, slow-turning engine 
(that can be fixed in any crossroads 
рагаде) driving a grotesquely oversize, 
barge-like, chrome-curlicued body. Why 
not take the European body and stick 
the American engine into it? 

A lot of oneshot automobiles were 
turned out to this formula, some by 
major firms, some by individuals. The 

(continued on page 82) 
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shetk shel in the land of 
dervishes and dromedaries 


"yii SING THEE sONGS of Araby,” said Silverstein as 
he departed for that locality, "and tales of fair Kash- 
mir.” Or, anyway, he said something to that effect. 
On foot and on camel, he roamed North Africa, visit- 
ing Tangier, Cairo, Rabat and Gasablanca, where he 
swears he saw individuals remarkably like Claude 
Rains, Paul Henreid, Ingrid Bergman and other old 
Warner Brothers types lurking behind the mosques 
and minarets. “But they may have been mirages,” he 
adds: "that desert sun . . ." Even though he was not 
invited to come to the casbah, Shel was enthralled by 
the land of the Arabs. “And I was pleased to learn 
that the barbaric practice of buying and selling beau- 
tiful young women has been abolished," he scowled. 


м 


SILVERSTEIN 
AMONG 
THE ARABS 


"Pssst—a word of warning, 
о bearded one— 
beware the fatal 
charms of Fatima, of 
the flashing eyes, 
who dances nightly 
at the Casbah Club, 23 Rue 
Rakir, continuous 
shows from 9:30 to 1:30, no 
cover, no minimum м 


"That's funny—I 
always wondered 
how you of the west 
could carry so many 
38 things with your hands." 
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"For heaven's sake, cut out 
the 'Open Sesame’ stuff 
and ring the doorbell!" 


"You refuse to buy 

my souvenirs, 

you refuse to save 

my wives and 

children from starvation, 
you refuse to aid 

our tottering economy, 
o foolish one— 

you drive us into 

the arms of 

the Communists!" 
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"But it is 
form fitting." 
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t 
x "These are my sisters— 


Aicha, Zohra and Halima. 
Halima is the shy one." 


"Sure I'll say, 

'Alms for the love of 
Allah,' but not for 

& lousy 20 francs!" 


Arrayed in the fez and galabia of a des- 
ert chieftain, Shel glowers from his camel. 


"...0r how about a 
camel alone on the 
desert saying, 'I'd 
walk a mile for a 
Camel.' Get it? 

Or maybe you can 
draw а pack of 
camels. Get it? 

А pack of Camels? 
Ha! Or maybe you 
can draw a camel 
trying to squeeze 
through the eye 

of a needle. Or how 
about a camel 
salesman saying, 
'One lump or two?' 
Get it? 'One lunp or 
v two!' Or how 

40 about a..." 


Silverstein strolls through a suk, or outdoor market, of 
| | Marrakech, alongside the veiled women of an exotic culture. 


seldom was heard a discouraging word from bernadine 


THE RANCHER’S DAUGHTER b 


YELLOW HAIR CAUGHT UF in a neat little bun that just sets there and rides along 
Big blue eyes that look up at you and make you think of the baby pictures 
on the calendar down at Sam Taylor's general store. Pert little tilted-up nose 
like on the doll Jesse Carrol won at the carnival last May. And a mouth like 
one of the rosebuds growing on the south side of the Bar T bunkhouse. ‘That 
about takes care of Bernadine north of the neckline. Below that is 28 years 
of construction that makes most other women look something like my paint 
horse, Arnold. Course, this don’t run around loose but is usually wearing 
little calico dresses with little white aprons. The lower part of Bernadine is 
legs which look grand in those new kind of bullfighter pants. The first time old 
Dan Connors saw her in shorts he went blind for two days. Adding it all up, 
am Taylor ran a Brigitte Bardot picture in the theatre he sets up once a 
week in the store and the only people who paid their way in was women. 

The Bar T Ranch is a big spread and there's five of us who ride steady for it 
Besides Jesse Carrol and old Dan Connors, there's Frank “Gimpy” Yake, Curly 
Preiser and me. Jesse is wanted in Wyoming. Old Dan was a crooked sheriff 
in New Mexico. Gimpy would be dead right now, except that he was on a 
stepladder when the Colorado Kid fired and he got the bullet in his foot. 
Then while he blinded the Kid with the chandelier and standing on one foot 
he shot the Kid in the top of the head. Curly robbed a bank once and never 
spent a cent of the money. He's afraid it's all marked. I'm the only one with- 
out a record but I'm still young 

With a bunch like this the Bar T needs Bernadine, She walks around with 
those big eyes and that Sunday school smile and sometimes there's not a dirty 
word muttered on the Bar T for a week. Old Dan gave up his chaw because 
of her. Curly took to wearing undershirts. When Bernadine wears her white 
frock dress it’s like a little organ is playing walking music for her. No cowpoke 
wants to be a slob in a situation like that, Bernadine is the owner's daughter 
and he stays in Denver, Helping Bernadine run the spread is Aunt Bessie. She 
does the cooking and she's deaf as hell. Which is а damn good thing because 
with all her other good points Bernadine loves sex. 

“Johnny,” Bernadine would say, “you get those jeans off and c 
in the loft right away. How long you think a little lady can w. 

That's how I got my skinned knees last Thursday. And Gimpy near broke 
his good leg tripping over his gun belt when Aunt Bessie went out to the road 
to get the mail and Bernadine invited him into the kitchen. Aunt Bessie makes 
the trip from kitchen to road and back in seven minutes. 

Once Aunt Bessie spent the weekend with the Tollivers, 12 miles the other 
side of Sam Taylor's general store. No sooner is Aunt Bessie over the hill than 


42 the kitchen door opens and Bernadine comes out (concluded on page 80) fiction By JOHN NOVOTNY 


Above: fine for a late-evening date with a chorine from New York's Copa- 
cabana is our guy’s deep-brown worsted American Continentol suit with 
peaked lapels, by Groshire, $85. His double-cuffed, eyelet-collared shirt is 


cotton broadcloth, by Excello, $5.95, and his silk tie is by Countess Mara, 
$12.50. Right: just as fine for a less-formal luncheon date at Michael's Pub is 
his dork-brown wool and cashmere Ivy herringbone suit, by Gramercy Park, 
$70. His Truval oxford shirt, $5, is worn with a pin-stripe tie by Bronzini, 
$7.50. His narrow snap-brim hat has а black band, by Dobbs, $13.50. 


attire By ROBERT L. GREEN TOWN 


AFTER THE CASUAL соко stris and leisurely sport duds that dominate the summer wardrobe, there is a 
certain satisfaction felt by the urban man in crawling into town clothes again. Used to be that colors for 
town stuck pretty close to dark grays and blues, which are still OK, to be sure, but this year brown very 
definitely steps into the forefront of town fashion news 

It’s а new brown, however; not the rusty, rustic brown of bucolic autumns, but rather a series of shadings 
with a burnished look: rich combinations of brown mixed with varying proportions of black. No matter 
what you call them — burnished browns, earth tones, deep tones, or just plain (concluded on page 103) 


a rustic shade goes elegantly urban 
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“H this doesn't work, I don't know what we'll do!" 
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A SHORT HISTORY OF 


FINGERS 


humor 


Ву Н. ALLEN SMITH 


FINGERS ARE соор for you. ‘They play 
a tremendous part in your day-by-day 
existence and if you didn’t have them, 
life would be infinitely more difficult. 
man were born without fingers 
would probably compensate 
by ing additional vigor into the 
toes and making them larger and 
much longer than they are now. (Shoes 
would have to be bigger and would 
cost more, and God knows they cost 
enough as it is.) Many little acts and 
duties which we perform today with 
our fingers would then be performed 
with our toes. If you would appreciate 
the full importance of such a state of 
affairs, please try to visualize Winston 
Churchill giving the "V for Victory" 
sign with his toes. 

Fortunately our race has had fingers 
as far back as we can trace history. It is 
obvious that if carliest man had been 
without fingers the whole pageant of 
civilization would have been radically 
different. Assuming that Eve could 
grab hold of things only by using her 
toes, she would have had to stand on 
her head in order to pluck that apple, 


the first really thorough study 
of ten long-neglected subjects 
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and I doubt if she'd have gone to all the 
bother. And what of the Netherlands? 
I think it probable that there would be 
no Holland today. That little boy who 
held his finger in the dike — he couldn't 
very well have done the job with his 
nose. 

Anatomists and medical men have 
their own names for the fingers, begin- 
ning with pollex (for the thumb) and 
continuing through index, medius, an 
nulavis and minimus. The glorious! 
fingered man in the street is familiar 
with only one of these terms: index. The 
digit which we call the index finger was 
originally known among the Anglo- 
Saxons as the towcher. The Anglo- 
Saxons were notorious for their bad 
spelling (“Sumer is icumen in; Lhude 
sing, cuccu!") and the word they spelled 
towcher means, simply, toucher. The 
towcher was the finger used for touch- 
ing. It was always called the towcher in 
towns and cities where, presumably, # 
large amount of touching was done. Out 
in the country the towcher had another 
me: the scite-finger. This word actual- 
ly means “trigger-finger” and we can 
only assume that country people were 
more inclined to shoot something than 
to touch something, 

On the other hand the ancients who 
lived across the channel on the Conti- 
nent believed that the index finger was 
just about the worst finger а person 
could possibly use for touching. It was 
poisonous, they said, and if it were used 
to touch a wound, that wound would 
never heal. It was loaded with toxins, 
hence they kept it well away from their 
soup. 

The middle finger doesn't seem to 
have any history at all. Nature appar- 
ently just stuck it in there to keep the 
others apart. In. mythology the middle 
finger is mentioned somewhat vaguely in 
connection with Saturn. Since Saturn 
was the god of agriculture, perhaps this 
finger served as the world's first dibble- 
А dibble is a pointed instrument for 
poking holes in the ground preliminary 
to planting. "This is pure speculation on 
my part and the Dibble Theory prob- 
ably wouldn't hold up in court. 1 don't 
think Га ever use my middle finger as 
a dibble, 

Biographical material is also wanting 
on the little finger. We do know that the 
Anglo-Saxons called it the ear-finger be 
cause it was most easily introduced into 
the ear. When I was a boy in the М 
West it common thing was to see a grown- 
up stick his little finger in ear, with 
the rest of the hand held at jawbone 
level. fingers folded, and then waggle the 
hand vigorously up and down. An uncle 
of mine told me that this maneuver re- 
lieved the pressure on the brain. I have 
never had occasion to usc it. 

The opposable thumb is, of course, а 
great source of wonder to anthropolo- 


gists who consider it a morc revolution. 
ary development than the wheel, the 
printing press, the magnetic tack-ham- 
mer or Togetherness. I think the story of 
the opposable thumb is quite fascinating 
(Hollywood could make a fine movie of 
it) and 1 don't want to belittle it at all, 
yet my own favorite among the fingers is 
the leche-man. The leche-man is the ring 
finger. Leche is the way Anglo-Saxons 
spelled "Icech" and “leech” means doc- 
tor and so it came about in the olden 
days that this finger was known also as 
the "medical finger." The Greeks and 
Romans believed that it contained a spe- 
al nerve that ran through the finger 
itself, up the arm, across the chest and 
into the heart. So they, the Greeks and 
the Romans, used that finger for stirring 
If the brew they were sti 
contained anything in the way of poison, 
a warning was transmitted along that 
special nerve, straight to the heart. They 
must believed strongly in this 
If you doubt it, just try to stir 
something with your ring finger; it 
would be easicr and more graceful to 
use your elbow. Still, the theory of the 
medical finger survives to this day in 
parts of England, where the inhabitants 
are careful to use that finger in applying 
salves or medical ointments to the body. 
Moreover, they use the same finger cx- 
delusi» when they want to scratch an 
irritated spot. І have seen a cultured 
Englishman remove his bowler and 
scratch his scalp h his inedical finger. 
Tt looks silly, but it is just as natural for 
him to do it that way as it is for him to 
retain his fork in his left hand through- 
out a meal. He isn't really conscious of 
he's doing. 

Now, why do we call this particular 
digit the ring finger? The expression 
derives from those same Greeks and 
Romans. They reasoned that if this 
ger contained the supernerve leading 
straight to the heart, then this finger was 
the proper place to install a wedding 
ring. The theory got fouled up a bit 
when it was translated from Latin into 
English. In 17th Century England we 
find one Henry Swinburne, an ecclesi- 
astical lawyer, writing a book about ro- 
mance and matrimony in which he said: 
‘The finger on which this ring is to be 
worn is the fourth finger of the left 
hand, next unto the little finger; because 
there is a vein of blood which passeth. 
from that fourth finger into the heart 
called vena amoris, or love's vein, 
it became a vein of blood rather than a 
nerve, Why quibble? 

Sad to relate, the Greeks, the Romans 
and Henry Swinburne were all in error. 
In modern days experiments have been 
undertaken to determine the degree of 
sensitiveness of cach of the fingers 
"These experiments show that the index 
finger is the most sensitive of the lot, 
the middle finger ranks next, then the 


thumb, after that the litle finger and, 
finally, the ring finger. And George 
Stimpson has written: "The fourth digit 
on the human hand is the least mobile, 
ve and the least used of 
In other words, the ring 
finger is a real stupid digit. Like some 
of our leading television performers, it 
lacks talent and it lacks personality but 
somchow it gets along. 

Down through the centuries the fin- 
gers have been of inestimable impor- 
tance in every known kind of pursuit 
except, possibly, grape pressing and the 
stamping out of forest fires. There was 
a time back in the Middle Ages and 
carlier when most people used th 
fingers instead of paper and pencil when- 
ever they wanted to tackle a problem 
in arithmetic. I don't mean the simple 
counting processes which we ourselves 
employ, such as counting forward on 
our fingers to determine what day of the 
month next Tuesday will be, or count- 
ing backward on our fingers after hear- 
ing the gladsome tidings that a new 
baby has been born, The ancients went 
much further than that in their finger 
calculations. They refused, for example, 
to memorize the multiplication table 
on the simple grounds that it was im- 
possible to do so; they learned, instead, 
to multiply with their fingers. The way 
they did it, according to the usually re- 
liable Encyclopaedia Britannica, is as 
follows: 


To multiply В by 6, turn down 8—5 
fingers on one hand and 6—5 on the 
other. There are then 5 turned down 
and 2 standing on one hand and | 
turned down and 4 standing on the 
other. Add the fingers down (8+1=4) 
and multiply those standing (2 X 4 = B), 
and the result is 4 tens + В units, or 48; 
that is, in terms of mathematics, al 
[(a—5) + (b = 5)] 10+ (10 — a) (10 — b). 
Numerous variants of the plan were in 
use, some having been brought to Eu. 
rope from the Arab schools. 


1 would like to see some of those 
variants. I would like to have a whole 
bunch of variants brought from the Arab. 
schools, because I can't get any right 
answers with the variant given above. I 
worked on that problem until my wrists 
got tired, and then had to give it up. 

"The most effective way of demonstrat- 
ing the value of fingers is to visualize a 
world in which there are none, 

Stop right now and hold up a handfal 
of fingers and examine them closely. 
Pretty crazy looking, aren't they? If you 
could manage to detach one of them and 
lay it on the coffee table, it would look 
even sillier. You'd likely burst out laugh- 
ing. But you would be doing that finger 
and all its fellows a gross disservice. 

If man didn't have any fingers he 
would not, of course, know that there 

(concluded on page 99) 
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Tr WAS A GAS ON THE BEACH: no brawls, no squalls, nary a problem, а cool pad, 
seagulls, fishing, the mild California weather, а full icebox, hi-fi, seals being 
washed up on the shore to die gracefully, a rest from the bottle to keep dem 
ole debbils away, a book or two, regular trips to Madam Jesus’ drop on 14th 
Street, a silent phone, and enough moola in the bank from that salvage job 
in the Gulf to hold out for a year or more. A real gas: on good days you could 
sprawl on the warm sand like а crucified ox an 

I was sitting on the crumbling sea wall, watching the early horizon heading 
out toward Japan, when the Professor joined me, hawking and scratching, his 
eyes yellow with mischief. Nudging me, he said: 

“Seen the new girl yet, neighbor?” 

I shook my head and pretended to count the pelicans on the breakwater. 

"Brother," the Professor said. “Wow,” His eyes burned hot little holes into 
my neck. "OK," he said, "so I'm а cookooboo, but I'll bet my bottom dollar 
this chick'll get you off that Gandhi kick. Wow, yes." 

I stuck a plastic inhaler up my left nostril and breathed menthol and 
counted pelicans. The Prof squatted beside me, still hawking. He sure was 
loaded with phlegm. The old goat patted his pockets till I handed him a 
nickel cigar and a book of matches. 

“Thanks, son." He bit on the cigar. “Oh, brother, wait'll ya see her." 

‘The pelicans looked good and mad, like starlets sitting on high stools in 
Schwab's drugstore, banging their cavities about the latest Louella Parsons, 

"Well, son — ya hear те?” 

І gave up. "OK, Professor, let's have it. What's so special about this broad? 
She malformed or something?" 

You'd think I'd said something witty, the way that old seadog doubled 

“Mal-formed? Waivll I tell the old lady. Mal-formed, by gar." He w 
blue, laughing. “That's one for the book, son." He lit up, hawked, spat. 
you keep your eyes open.” His yellow old hands traced an hourglass. 
head. Stacked like a brick lighthouse. Moved into the Green Chalet yesterday." 

"I don't sound you, Prof. Romeo and Juliet live there." 

"Мос any more. They flitted, skipped owing a munce rent. 

“Oh, no. Hell, they were up there. That crummy little pad w 
La to them.” I glared at the Prof, who just sat there grinning. 
me they were the happiest couple on the beach.” 

"They must've bin high when they said it." 

"Isn't there any honest-to-god, old-fashioned, one-and-one-makes-two loving 
left in the world?" 

The Prof just scratched and hawked and grinned. 

"Come down off that cloud, son. Shoot, they wusn't even married. Not that 
you'd know it, the way they belted each other around. Some kind of a rel 
deal. Juliet’d two, three ay-hortions the last eighteen munce. Shucks, Mary 
knew all along." Mary, the Professor's wife, was the beach Louella. "Every 
now and then they'd ау up to the church and have а pow-wow 
with the Father, but it never done no good. Hee, hee, coupla hours later 
they'd be beating the holy hell out of each other again. But who needs them? 
Irs the redhead Т want you to size up and inwardly digest. Wow-ce.” 

“The hell with redheads.” 


like Shangri- 
They once told 


“Don't worry about me, dad. Fm on a Schopenhauer kick, I root strictly for 
vin and yang." 
“Shucks, son, if 1 didn't know you was off the sauce I'd say you was pie-cyed.” 
The pelicans must have switched to Mike Connolly, they looked even more 
mad. I stared at the theatrical backdrop of the Santa Monica Moun 
watched a whole slew of seagulls bruising the crisp sky with pink 
They looked hip and free, unlike the pelicans. The Professor creaked upright 
and hitched his frayed Levis 
Reckon TI be ginin along. Got to put another lick of paint over that skiff 


fiction By CHARLES HAMBLETT 


the redhead had him feeling like а yogi 
in the umpteenth beatitude 
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I bought last week at Balboa." The Prof 
runs a charter service from off the pier. 
“Watch out new, lad Oh. brother: 
ves: ч 


And 
whiskey legs. 
a gut at Strip City 


he shambled away оп loose, 
cackling like he'd busted 


1 slipped off the wall and stretched 
out on the sand. My first stogie of the 
day was burned halfway down when Joe 
joined me. The vers hard, hairy belly 
bulged over his tartan trunks, his tartan 

ap tilted over the top part of his gold- 
bearded face. His artificial leg shone 
i in the sunligh 
s something 
ito the glare. "Real groov 
"Yeah, but tell. me something, Joe. 
I've often wondered: don't you ever get 
homesick for Kore; 
You want me to part your hair with 
my leg?" 

"No, І mean it. You've been around, 
you shook hands with the Presi- 
dent —" 

"Lay off, will ya? I got enough 
troubles. That job T had, part time, I 
was saving to go on a hunting trip in 
jierras, Hell, there's. nothing 
ing and cating something you've 
ing for hours. Well, that’s gone 
that lousy manager did? 
Ordered me to shave my beard off. for 
crud. Shave my beard, man.” 

1 t happened?" 
happened? What d'ya think 
happened? I told the creep what to do 
with his lousy gasoline pumps. Then 
I went downtown and drank beer and. 
listened to Brubeck. Man, head.” 
The vet's eyes bulged. "Wow," he said 
"Wow." 

1 turned, knowing what to expect 
The Prof had not erated. She was 
redhead, rising 50, vibrant, 
yed, with a mobile torso between 
ini. "Wow" was an under 


* He squinted 


th like it.” 
cd her head, smiled. 

"Where you from, honey?” 

The smile froze. She nodded briefly 
and began to pick her way over the sand 
toward the ocean. Joe grunted. 

wound up аѕ а moun- 


nother dame.” 
You think so? FI spell it out for 
you, kiddo. She's tee abr oh you bee el 


"Relax, man. Have a cigar.” 
“Uh-uh, can't face one alter last night. 
Dig her running into the sea. Trouble, 
тап, trouble, She's a vampire on wheels. 
Don't you ever м ш sentimental 
about her, kiddo,” 
"I won't. 
“Worst thing you сап do. 


T started 


reading а book, last week. written by an 
old guy called Hemingway. Man, did he 
get sentimental about broads. We've 
made a lot of progress since the olden 
days he was writing about.” 

"We sure have. 

“Getting sentimental like that. Shoot 
I couldn't finish the book. There were 
some good bits about fighting in it. but, 
shoot, he ruined them with all them 
sentimental bits. What a square.” 

"Don't worry, Joe. 1 won't get senti 
ntal” 
tta boy. Well, I better see if I can 
force a late breakfast down me. You 
wouldn't care to trade heads, would ya?” 

The day built warmly, little ripples 
of heat making the beach shimmer. 1 
thought about Garbo, but it gave me the 
shakes to think of her growing old and 
somber behind those big sunglasses, and 
passing through the change of life, and 
bumming around the Mediterranean 
with rich Grecks, so 1 goofed off into a 
state of not thinking, and almost hit 
zero, when a voice like a warm mint 
julep squirted across the morning. 

“Gouonpicker.” Missisippi 
clapped a hand to his forehead. 
don't yuh join me for a bracer?” 
“No thanks, Jim. I prefer to contem- 
plate other peoples hangovers. these 
days. 
"It's a crahing shame, a scholar and а 
man lahk yuh refusin' a drink 
from a brother officer." 

"That's the way the bongo bingles. 
Colonel.” 
ure 1 сайт tempt vuh? Not even to 
a small опе?" 


Jim 
Whah 


thong sandals flap- 
ping. The beach was still again. Quiet 
and peaceful. like Forest Lawn before 
a funeral. 


After lunch, I flopped onto my day 
bed and dug into a paperback which 
sent me to sleep. A knock wakened me 
around four. I hollered for them to come 
in, and Joe stomped in on his dead leg 
He gave me a disapproving look and 
cased himself into a soft chair. 

“People die in bed," he sniffed. 

could think of worse place: 
Well, get the lead out. We're going 
fishing. 

"We are?” 

“Me and Moose and Jim got a boat 
cheap from the Professor. Thought you'd 
like to chip in.” 

ОК. When?" 

‘Sundown. Dress warm. It can git 
mighty cold out there.” Joe picked a 
record album off the floor. “Fidelio by 
Beethoven. What's it about?” 

I yawned. "Freedom, I guess. Like not 
shaving your beard to suit some sawn-off 
Hitler at a gas station.’ 


“That so?” The vet placed the disc 
gently on the record rack. “Better start 
getting ready,” he said, and stomped 
hack out the door. 

1 was pulling a blue knitted sweater 
over a Canadian lumber shirt when there 
was another knock. When I opened up. 
the redhead pushed in like a gallcon in 
full sail. She smelled of that соту 
French perfume they were plugging 
cverywhere, that year. She looked great. 

"Sorry to bother you,” she said. and 
I discovered that her voice was husked 
and breathless. "But do you have an 


“An eggwhisk. I'm making a cike“ 

тту, по еру : 

‘Are you sure?” 

Sure. Now, if you'll forgive me — 
“Oh, sorry. Guess I'd better try Mary 
“Yeah, do that. 
She hovered in the doorway a moment, 

the heavy artillery of her breasts hoom 

ing away in all directions. Then she 
shrugged and left. I closed the door so 
fast I almost sliced her heel. 

Feg-whisks. Wow. 

We had a great night of fishing, really 
working at it, dragging our catch into 
the beatup Monterey till our backs 
screamed and the stars faded. We 
dumped our haul on the pier, selling 
most of it to the illegal Mex fish brokers, 
just stuffing what we needed into gunny 
sacks. We breakfasted in the all-night 
hash joint for fishermen, then walked 
back to our row of beach shacks as the 
sun slipped up over the damp mauve 
ridges of the distant Sierras. We stopped 
outside my drop, yawning and grinning 

Shoot, am I tired," Moose said. 

“Tl sleep like a stuck pig,” Joc said 

“Ie was а ball, though,” Jim said. “A 
cottonpickin® ball." 

We remained there a few more mo- 
ments, enjoying the growing sui 
and clean air. Our tackle was snarled, 
our clothing damp, the sacks were heavy 
on our shoulders. But we felt good, and 
when, at last, L got into my shack, it 
seemed to be waiting for me to rcoc- 
cupy it. It was a sort of home. So I put 
my catch into the icebox and walked 
heavily into my small bedroom and 
stripped raw and fell into my cot. Ах 
1 plunged into sleep, I thought: 

The hell with egg-whisks. 

The next few days the redhead really 
fractured me. She'd carry а portable 
radio around, and all the beach wolves 
would go sniffing after her, just as she 
intended them to, making like they 
really enjoyed the corny slime that drib- 
bled out of that box, It was a gas to 
watch, though, seeing those cowboys run- 
ning around, fetching cigarettes, bottles 
of pop. candies. But she never let any 
(continued on page 92) 
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MISS AUGUST PLAYBOY'S PLAYMATE OF THE MONTH 


THE FONDEST DREAM of suave 
Manhattanites is to be an ac- 
tive part of the city’s excite- 
ment and sophistication, and 
yet to know a measure of iso- 
lation from its frantic tempo 
and its noises. The penthouse 
apartment is a physical expres- 
sion of this dream, and Clayre 
Peters, who inhabits one such 
romantic dwelling, claims that 
realizing this urban ambition 
in no way diminishes its power 
to please. A devotee of finer 
living in all its aspects, Clayre 
declares that her pad at the 
pinnacle gives her a won- 
drous appreciation of the city 
that no other form of familiar- 
ity could inspire. We can read- 
ily understand the aid Clayre 
claims this perpetual pano- 
rama gives her in her hobby, 
writing poetry. But, with our 
Miss August in attendance, 
whether in a penthouse or in 
a subterranean basement, we 
find it difficult to believe that 
the vista outside could hold 
half the charm of the inti- 
mate, inimitable view indoors. 
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PLAYBOY’S PARTY JOKES 


Two well-dressed, matronly women en- 
tered the business office and approached 
an executive. 

"Sir," said one, “we are soliciting funds 
for the welfare and rehabilitation of 
wayward women, Would you care to 
donate?" 


rry,” replied the exec, "but I con- 
tribute directly.” 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines clear 
conscience as poor memory. 


In the traditional ocean-liner interview, 
the reporter said to the glamorous movie 
queen, "I understand you were courted 
by many European noblemen during 
your four weeks abroad." 

“That's right, honey," she replied, 
hiking her skirt still higher and smiling 
into the flashing cameras. "I managed 
to make every second count.” 


lor the tombstone of a cool 
"Man, this cat is really gone." 


The lights in the apartment were low 
and so was the music. "You say you can 
read my mind?" the handsomé young 
bachelor demanded. 

"Yes," replied his bountifully propor- 
tioned and beautiful date. 


Johnny, a Hollywood youngster, was 
very proud because he had the most 
parents at the P.T.A. meeting. 


Cynthia's fine figure had been poured 
into a beautiful form-fitting gown and 
she made a point of calling her date's 
attention to it over and over again 
throughout the evening. Finally over a 
nightcap in his apartment he said, 
"You've been talking about that dress 


all evening long. You called my atten- 
tion to it first when we met for cocktails, 
mentioned it again at dinner, and still 
again at the theatre. Now that we're here 
alone in my penthouse, what do you say 
we drop the subject?” 


We know a girl who hates losing her 
heart to a man, but who loves having 
him search for it. 


Natalie, a pretty but distraught model, 
took her troubles to a psychiatrist. 

“Doctor, you must help me," she 
pleaded. "Its gotten so that every time 
a man takes me out, 1 wind up in bed 
with him. And then afterwards I feel 
guilty and depressed all day long.” 

"I see," nodded the psychiatrist. “And 
you want me to strengthen your will 

Wer." 

"Heavens, no!" exclaimed the model. 
"I want you to fix it so I won't feel 
guilty and depressed afterwards." 


We're sure you've heard about the 
traveling salesman whose car broke down 
in a rain storm. He ran to the closest 
farm house and knocked on the door. A 
grizzled old farmer answered and the 
salesman pleaded for a place to stay 
the night. 

"I can give ya a room,” said the farmer, 
"but I ain't got no daughter fer ya to 
slee 1 


said the salesman. “Well, how 
far is it to the next house?" 


All it really takes to separate the men 
from the boys is girls. 


These days, too many beautiful women 
are spoiling their attractiveness by using 
four-letter words — like don't, and can't, 
and won't. 


Heard any good ones lately? Send your 
favorites to Party Jokes Editor, PLAYBOY, 
232 E. Ohio SL, Chicago 11, Ill, and 
earn an easy $25.00 for each joke used. 
In case of duplicates, payment goes to 
first received. Jokes cannot be returned. 


“Changing glass into diamonds and lead into gold is nothing. 
Remember the young lad who used to help about the lahoratory . .. 7° 
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1 CANT STAND 17 ADOTHER 
SECOND, BERARO. IM 
BORED! го чор HEAR 
ME? BORED! 


THE МЄ UNOERNEATH THE DULL, 
PREDICTABLE МЕ - THE ME 
WHO FEE SOHETHIG BROW 
INACE OF HIM WHENAIER 400 
2405 OR TOUCH HIS HAND. 

(fé ROT MOCH f ADMIT BOT 

IT MUST BE WORTH SOMETHING. 


YOU CANT OSCARD IT UKE AN OLD 
БОН WRAPPER , 00 ЧО) HEAR Í 
You CANT THROW IT AWAY, CLAIM 
IT DOESNT EXIST! ТТ ME 
А HUMAN BEING! FOR 6005 
SAKE YOU (ЖЕЕ NOT TURN Your 
BACK OW IT, ARLENE! YOU 


IF THESE PEOPLE MEN) ANYTHING 
IN Tile WORO- THEN THAT ME- 
THE ME INSIDE THE OTHER HE- 
MUST CONT FOR SOMETHING) 
THAT ME MUST & NOTICED! 


article By RALPH GINZBURG 


try that traditionally prizes youth, ideal- 
izes it, insists on it in top jobs, now find 
itself with superannuated leadership in 
the most critical area of national life? 
The facts are these: the ages of men run- 
ning the government are at an all-time 
high. Dwight Eisenhower, 68, will shortly 
become one of the oldest Presidents in 
American history. The over-all average 
of the Cabinet he brought with him was 
14 years over the pre-1900 average. 

In the Senate, despite the handful of 
younger men who were chosen in the 
last election, the average age is nearly 
twice that at which a man is deemed ma- 
ture enough to fill the job according to 
the Constitution. 

‘There are more than four times as 
many men over 65 in the Senate — the 
word comes from the same Latin мет 
that gives us "senile" — as there would 
be if their age bracket were proportion- 
ately representative of the American 
adult population as a whole. Senators 
are exceeded in this lopsided predomi- 
nance of old men only by a few other 
job groups, including scissors grinders, 
fortune tellers, beekeepers, umbrella 
menders, bankers, Roman Catholic Card- 
inals, cemetery keepers and Federal 
judges. 

In the House of Representatives, 
Speaker Sam Rayburn is 77. If the Re- 
publicans had won control of Congress 
last election, Rayburn would have been 
replaced by Joe Martin, also well up in 
his 70s. 

The oldest of our top leaders are 
Congressional committee. chairmen who 


head the bodies where new laws and 
projects are born and where initiative 
and vision are called for perhaps in 
greater measure than anywhere else in 
American public life. 

The average age of all Senate perma- 
nent committee chairmen is 67. Appro- 
priations is headed by Carl Hayden, 81, 
Public Works by Dennis Chavez, 71, and 
Finance by Byrd of Virginia who re- 
fuses to list his age in the Congressional 
Directory. The Senate's newest committee 
is the Astronautical and Space Explora- 
tion Committee. It includes Senator 
Green, 91, who has said he will not retire 
till he's 100, but who recently resigned 
chairmanship of the Foreign Relations 
Committee following newspaper attacks 
upon his age. The space committee was 
formed by a 95-1 vote, with Allen 
Ellender, 67, the lone dissenter. He 
could not be made to see the importance 
of outer space in America’s future. 

In the House of Representatives, 
chairmen average even higher in а 
with Cannon, 80, heading Appropria- 
tions, Dawson, 78, running Government 
Operations, and Vinson, who has been 
charged with the nation’s dragging its 
heels on Pentagon reform, heading 
Armed Services at 75. Every one of these 
gentlemen would have been forced to 
retire under rules of Civil Service if he 
had been appointed instead of voted 
into office. 

But in Civil Service the ages of top 
men are up sharply, too, just as they are 
in the military establishment and for- 
eign corps. 

Is this good or bad? That is, docs the 


with old men in its top positions, 


our democracy is in danger of dotage 
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counuy profit from the maturity and 
experience of its present leadership more 
than it would from the qualities that 
would he associated with a group of 
younger men? And exactly what are the 
mental qualities which youth possesses 
and age does not, and vice versa? 

In studies at leading univer 5 
across the land, it was [ound that older 
people do not fare well in either mem- 
огу. ability to learn or judgment, as 
compared with young people. At Colum- 
bia University it was found that a per- 
son's ability to absorb new information 
is greatest during his middle twenties, 
diminishing at about one percent a year 
until the mid-fifties when it starts to 
drop sharply. By 65 а man can learn 
only about half as much in an hour as 
he could at 25, the Columbia study 
showed. Older people are tremendously 
inhibited in absorbing new information 
which conflicts with established memory. 
patterns. The effort to learn something 
new thus becomes twice as great when 
it is necessary to unlearn something old. 

As for memory, Dr. Walter Miles of 
Yale, after a series of tests some years 
ago, found that young adults under 30 
remember things twice as sharply as 
those over 70. Pseudo reminiscence is 
common among oldsters, who also show 
istinct lack of attentiveness, surpris- 
ing indisposition te take pains to be 
right, and a sharp drop in intellectual 
curiosity. In general, oldsters have been 
found to be less concerned with lofty 
ideals, more preoccupied with comfort. 

Although investigators are not cert 
of what effect brain dimensions may 
have upon intelligence, its very size de- 
creases with age, losing approximately 
30 grams from age 35 to age 65. 

The glandular system deteriorates, 
too, enfeebling emotions. Thus older 
people show greater apathy and іпйех- 
ibility, fewer signs of pleasure, weaker 
igns of love and courage, milder hates 
and fears. Despondency and pessimism 
overgrow the enthusiasm and hope of 
youth and small problems of everyday 
life often begin to loom enormous. Sui- 
cide statistics reflect this trend. A man in 
his late 70s is four times as likely to kill 
himself ay а man in his early 40s. 

In the light of scientific findings, it is 
по surprise that almost all the real giants 
of American history have been young 
men. Our six greatest Presidents — 
Washington, Jefferson, Lincoln, Teddy 
Roosevelt, Wilson and FDR — were all 
relatively young men. The founding 
"fathers" Madison and Hamilton were 
both in their 30s when they drafted the 
Constitution. Thomas Jefferson, the 
philosopher of our Democracy, drew ир 
the Declaration of Independence at $3. 

In the arts and sciences as well, the 
great works have almost always been cre- 
ated by men in their green years. When 


geniuses have enjoyed long. productive 
lives, it is nevertheless to their early 
years that their major works are almost 
invariably traced. Dr. Harvey C. Leh- 
man of Ohio University, in a 20-year 
study sponsored by the American Philo- 
sophical Society, found that a man's best. 
working years — no matter what his field 
— rarely come after the age of 40, though 
public recognition may not be won un- 
til then. 

Just as the records show that great 
political advances have been wrought 
mainly by young men, so recent history 
indicates that a large proportion of the 
world's political blunders are attribut- 
able to older men. Witness the numer- 
ous times Stalin brought the world to 
the brink of atomic annihilation during 
the senile dementia of the final three 
years of his life. Or the sorry stne of 
unpreparedness to which 71-year-old 
mberlain had reduced Britain at the 
outbreak of World War П, only to be 
rescued by younger Winston Churchill. 
And remember the embarrassment 
caused the United States by the 85-year- 
old Syngman Rhee and his wholesale 
sudden release of Red prisoners from 
UN compounds while we were in the 
midst of hammering out a peace settle 
ment at Panmunjom. Even more re- 
cently and closer to home, recall the 
spectacle of sexagenarian Eisenhower 
blaming sepwiagenarian Truman — and 
e versa — for permitting American 
technology to fall behind Russia's in 
launching an earth satellite. 

The age of Russian leaders shows a 
significant contrast to our own. While 
it is true that. Khrushchev at 64 is no 
youngster, it is also true that almost 
all his bureau heads are comparatively 
young men. Foreign Minister Andre 
Gromyko, Russía's second most powerful 
figure, is only 49. John Gunther, in 
Inside Russia Today, calls the 15-man 
Communist Party Presidium “the young: 
est aggregate of men of such illimitable 
power in the world.” 

Why should things be so different in 
the U.S? The explanation that comes 
quickest to mind is that our phenomen- 
ally lengthened life expectancy and re- 
sultant aging population have pat a 
greater percentage of oldsters into the 
working force. But statistics do not back 
up this conclusion. Act nce retire- 
ment at 65 is now implied for the nation 
as a whole under Social Security, there 
is a considerably smaller percentage of 
people over that age remaining in the 
bor force today than there was, say, 50 
years ago. So, while it is true that greater 
numbers of senior citizens are alive in 
the country today, it is also true that 
proportionately fewer of them are work- 
ing. That is, in almost every field but 
government 

People in politics themselves tend to 
me the predominance of oldsters 


hl 


upon the financial unattractiveness of 
the calling. Eleanor Roosevelt in an 
terview told me: "A poor boy doesn't 
have the same chance to become Presi- 
dent today that Lincoln had. Even а 
minor elective job carries social and 
charitable demands which a young man 
with a family can't begin to meet on 
his salary alone, Older men, of course, 
have had time to save up money. That 
might partly explain why no man under 
40 has been nominated to the Presidency 
in this century. though several were in 
the 1800s. 

But poor salary is only a partial ex- 
planation for the lack of young men in 
key government jobs. A deeper answer 
lies in a subtle, almost imperceptible 
change in America’s attitude toward aged 
men as leaders. As the republic has 
grown older, we have assumed, almost 
unconsciously, a reverence for old age 
(not unlike the Chinese) which ap 
proaches a cult of the aged leader. 

Robert Kennedy who, as Chief Coun- 
sel of the Senate labor rackets sub- 
committee, has vigorously exposed union 
corruption and earned for himself na- 
tional prominence as perhaps the only 
man in his 30s of any real influence оп 
Capitol Hill, said recently an inter- 
view: 

"We have come to put such tremen- 
dous overemphasis upon the need for 
age and maturity in our leaders that 
young men nowadays just don't have 
much chance at all to leap into top jobs, 
even when they are far more capable 
than their elders. It has become *'ui 
gentlemanly’ and "impolitic for a young 
тап to talk back to an old man who has 
been in power for many years, even 
when an honest difference of opinion 
is involved. On the rare occasion when 
à young man cornes into the Senate now- 
adays, he is expected to keep his mouth 
shut, to think like an old man, to live 
like an old man, until he actually be- 
comes an old man. Otherwise he will be 
considered ‘brash’ or ‘impudent.’ I could 
never have gotten this far this fast in 
public service if it hadn't been for the 
wealth, connections and contacts of my 
family. There are many other people in 
the country as young as I am who could 
handle my job as well as I do, but not 
yery many of them would be able to get 
a crack at it. The wheel of political for- 
tune is clearly rigged against the young 
man nowadays.” 

Senator Neuberger—who made the 
mistake of speaking his mind when he 
first went to the Senate several years 
ago and is said by observers to be still 
smarting from it — has gone on record as 


ing decisions that vitally 
affect our lives to hardened profession- 
als, to men turned gray and cynical 
the game of vote getting. What's тоге, 
(continued on page 95) 
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a cosmopolite’s guide to 
the midwest metropolis 


For the visitor to Chiccgo flying his 
own plone, Meigs Field on the lake front 
(top) offers eosy access to the heart of 
the city, whose brilliont night skyline 
shines in welcoming beauty. Meigs also 
provides direct helicopter service to ond 
from the breezy burg's two internctioncl 
oirports, Midway ond O'Hare. Above, 
Riccordo's sidewalk cofé and restaurant 
feotures с песг-Месроїйсп atmosphere, 
complete with outdoor cocktails, opero- 
spouting woiters and exhibitions of con- 
temporary orf. Right, the lights ond 
sounds of the city offer dark ore op- 
parent strolling north on Rush Street, 
nexus for much of the night life on 
Chicago's ing Necr North Side. 


OU CAN HAVE A LITTLE MORE FUN IN CHICAGO than in most any other city in the country, if you go about it 
bem It's not as big as New York nor as sophisticated as San Francisco, but it has a free-wheeling, fun- 
loving personality all its own that guarantees a good time to everyone. For the impromptu male visitor, it 
offers sights and entertainment in all sizes and shapes, including close to 249,000 unattached females betwixt 
the ages of 18 and 29 (and 18, let it be known, is the age of consent in Illinois). 

If you come in by air — pure jet service is available from both coasts, and prop-jet from Miami — the first 
thing you'll spot is Lake Michigan, a shimmering blue-green playground in the summer. After you land at 
either Midway or O'Hare — Chicago's two international airports — why not pass the usual cab ride into the 
city and take a helicopter instead? You can make the trip in a scant 1] minutes and the whirlybird sets you 
down at Meigs Field, a lakefront air terminal just а taxi hop from the Midwest's most elegant showcase — 
Michigan Avenue and the Magnificent Mile. It is magnificent, too, with some of the swankest shops in the 
world, as well as such lofty landmarks as Tribune Tower, the Wrigley Building and the Palmolive Building 


arby, there's State Street and the Loop (named for the L tracks that encircle it), center of the city's vast finan 


м ЯТТ Above, smart {отт sounds combined with chorcoaled fare ore ће 
G ا‎ v attractions о! the London House. Left, sophisticoted folk gather 
round the piano bar ot the Scotch Mist. Below, portraits of buxom, 


bygone broods, waitresses in scanty ottire and mustachioed bar- 
keeps are fixtures at the famous Goslight, a key club dedicated to 
the fralicsome fun of the Gay 90s, popular with the ad exec crowd. 


For sovory supping, Chicogo boosts а voried 
line-up of restaurants. Top left is the near- 
ultimate in poshness: the Pump Room of the 
Ambossador East Hotel, invariably о stop- 
ping ploce for celebrities becouse of the 
quality of its menu, service and decor. Left, 
speciolizing in superlotive smorgosbord, the 
Kungsholm draws the gourmet, olsc boasts a 
midget opera house, where expertly manip- 
uloted puppets do pontomime to stereophonic 
opera recordings. Above, the exotically Far 
Eastern Shongri-Lo, a romantic rendezvous 
serving Cantonese delicacies ond a heady 
assortment af stimulating, rum-bosed drinks. 


Show time in Chicago, and the big, brash nightspots and intime clubs all come alive. Top, the 
venerable Chez Paree, must-see mecca for the town's visiting firemen and shawploce far 
headliners in the entertainment biz; here, the Adorables strut and sing, ta be followed by the 
likes af Sommy Dovis, Jr., Jerry Lewis ar Lavis Prima and Keely Smith. Above, the Black 
Orchid, a supper club whose entertainment policy runs the gamut from undulating ecdysiost 
Lili St. Cyr to crooner Johnny Mathis. Below, the subterranean Cloister introduced sick comic 
Lenny Bruce to Chicago, usually couples hip humor with swinging singers like Anita O'Day. 


cial and commercial enterprises, and all the other sights that you can learn about from any competent guidebook, 
which we suggest you pick up on arrival, Chicago, recently made a world seaport, is still the vital, throbbing City 
of the Big Shoulders that Carl Sandburg described 40 years ago. And while New York is surrounded by two pol- 
luted rivers, Chicago has 25 miles of lovely lake front — lined with wee-shaded boulevards, gleaming skyscrapers (the 
world's first was constructed in this city in the late 19th Century), venerable mansions, handsome parks, a series of 
yacht harbors and a string of white sand beaches —all right in its own front yard. Chicago also has its Near North 
Side — part Greenwich Village, part Madison Avenue — studded with nightspots that swing till nearly dawn. 
You'll want to freshen up at your hotel before going out on the town. We assume you've made your reservations 
well in advance, а good idea when visiting any city, but especially Chicago, because it is the country's biggest conven- 
tion town and accommodations aren't always easy to come by. The big hotels in and around the Loop — the Palmer 
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Entertainment for every toste con be found in or neor the Windy City. Top left, the low-lit Gate of Horn spotlights folk singers 
such оз Josh White. Center left, epidermis disploys ore featured at the strip joints in nearby Cicero ond Columet City, where 
the oction lives up to even the wildest of expectations. Top right, le jozz cool соп be sompled ot the city's most fomous jozz 
joint, the Blue Note in the Loop, which consistently features top groups like the Gerry Mulligon Quortet. Bottom right, the south 
side scene ct the Sutherland Hotel Lounge, where the Мох Rooch Quintet and si г combos hold forth. Bottom left, nuzzling 
and guzzling ore predominant ct the Eost Inn, o boy-meets-girl hangout for collegictes and nubile nurses from nearby hospitols. 


House, the Conrad Hilton, the Sheraton, the Pick 
s eraton- 

re right in the center of things. They 

number of first-rate bars and restaurants 

and if you like a lot of activity, hustle and bustle, 
then one of these is for you. If you're coming to 
Chicago for the Playboy Jazz Festival on August 7, 
8 and 9, best stay at the Sherman, which is official 
Jaz Festival headquarters. There'll be transporta- 
tion directly to and from the Stadium for all five 
concert performances, plus a jazz film, symposium 
and exhibit at the hotel. Most of the musicians 
will be staying there and the Sherman will be hold- 
| ing special PLAYBOY parties each evening for the 
. > jazz stars, celebrities and those staying at the hotel 
Singles begin at $7.45, dou- (continued on page 100) 
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| | left, c topper for спу evening on the toddlin’ town is the 
mognificent panoramo afforded by the window-side tobles of 
the Tip Top Тор otop the Allerton. Above, Chicago's loke- 
front scene is os beautiful c sight os ony city in the U.S. hos 
to offer, ond c sunrise stroll clong the shores of Loke 
Michigon con provide с romontic lost memory for your visit. 
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"You know, I think he's m 


INCOGNITO 


SCANLON WOKE UP thinking about his mirror. He kicked 
the coffee-stained blanket off the cot and stood up, wob- 
bling on his thin legs. He staggered, sleep-<drugged, to- 
ward the cloudy cracked glass that hung crookedly over 
the rustspotted sink. It was dark, so he pulled the beaded 
chain that dangled from the bare light bulb, and squinted 
at his reflection. 

It wasn’t impressive. In his underwear, Scanlon looked 
like a gawky adolescent with hairy arms and legs. Seeing 
him this way, nobody would ever believe he was the 
country's number one desperado, the object of a search 
that covered seven states, the pet patsy of the tabloids, 
the bogeyman that mothers invoked to make kids eat their 
spinach. He was an escaped con, a merciless gunman, a 
ruthless killer; he was also a haggard, sleepy-eyed, skinny- 
chested fugitive in need of a bath, a hot meal, and espe- 
cially a shave. 

But Scanlon didn’t want the shave. He looked at his 
face in the distorted mirror and chuckled at the progress 
he had made. The mustache hung thick as a rope over 
his mouth, ending invisibly in the tangled black beard it 
had taken him 80 days to grow. The beard had come 
easy; it was the mustache that had been the problem. It 
had started as a pitiful sprout, a mere cat's whisker, and 
for the first two weeks, he had despaired of his ability to 
raise the hairy crop under his nose. But now it was re- 
spectable, bushy, the perfect complement to the six-inch 
beaver jutting from his chin. 

“That does it," he told himself gleefully. “That does 
it, boy. Now we can get out of this rat hole . . .” 

He took a bluntedged scissors from the sink rim and 
started to clip. He trimmed carefully, removing the 
shaggy ends from both beard and mustache. He liked 
the final effect, especially when he brushed and combed 
his new facial ornaments. It was distinguished. More than 
that, it was his ticket to freedom, to South America, to 
any place where cops and feds weren't dogging his trail. 

He washed and dressed. It was the first time he had 
worn the suit since he had holed up in the fiat a month 
ago; his initial act had been to hang it carefully in the 
room’s single closet, preserving the neat press of the 


to be free as a bird, 
the hounded fox 


became a beaver 


fiction By HENRY SLESAR 


jacket, the sharp crease of the trousers. 

The new Scanlon was better-dressed than the old. He 
was still small and thin-framed, but the mustache and 
beard gave him a foreign air that added dignity. Maybe 
he'd keep them, Scanlon thought. Maybe it was more 
than a disguise; maybe it was the way he ought to look. 

He added the final touches. Cuff links inset with 
blood-red rubies. A wrist watch of 18-carat gold, engraved 
by somebody named Viola to somebody named Sam. A 
leather wallet without an identification card, but with a 
thick cluster of bills amounting to over seven grand 

He gave the mirror a final look, then blew it a kiss. 

"So long, sweetheart,” he said. 

Then he went down the stairs. 

‘The fresh air hit him like a shot of whiskey. He never 
knew how good it could feel. The sun was pecking over 
the tenement rooftops, making even the dingy street look 
idyllic. There were kids playing stickball in the gutter; 
one of them hooted at the sight of him, and Scanlon 
smiled. 

When he saw the patrolman on the corner, his brisk 
steps slowed, and his heart did some overtime beating. 
But then he calmed down. There was nothing to worry 
about now; he strolled past the cop as if he had been a 
lamppost. The cop looked, but that was all. It was then 
that Scanlon knew his troubles were over. He reached up 
and stroked the beard affectionately 

"Hey, you," the voice said. 

He turned around and saw the cop again. It was a 
shock; he hadn't even heard the footsteps behind him. 

“You're under arrest,” the cop said, drawing his gun. 

"What?" 

“No trouble from you, Scanlon,” the cop said. 

He went meckly, keeping pace with the patrolman's 
hurried strides to the call box. He paused only once, to 
look at the WANTED poster on a nearby fence, a poster 
that bore his own face. Only it wasn't his face. The fea- 
tures had been desecrated by neighborhood vandals, the 
mustache and beard crudely added in pencil. 


О! "ris THE TIME OF SALADS!” wrote Laurence Sterne in Tristram Shandy. He was writing, of 

course, of summertime, when the hot sun makes appetites ready for cool, crisp refreshment. 
There's nothing more pleasing to the warm-weather eye and palate than tossed meals dressed for 
dinner, so take a tip and enhance both your reputation as a chef and your buffet table with main 
dish salads of flesh and fish, 

Every interested disciple of the salad bowl should keep in mind the fact that a salad isn't really a 
salad until it's marinated. This doesn’t mean you must marinate it for hours. For som 
mixing time itself, or 10 or 20 minutes’ standing time, is sufficient for a proper blending of flavors. 
Others, like the French white bean salad, require at least overnight marinating. In any case you 
must allow sufficient time for the wine vinegar, the chives, the Dijon mustard and all other ingredi- 
ents in the bowl to blend, to cook without fire in a sense, until a liaison of flavors has occurred. 
When you bite into cold shrimp, you should instantly taste the sweet pepper, the lemon juice, the 
pungent celery salt and any other condiment that went into the bowl before the salad was mixed. 

In leafy green salads this liaison is encouraged by olive oil and vinegar; for many of the more 
substantial salads it's often formed with mayonnaise. A good rule of thumb (continued on page 84) 
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THE TIME OF SALADS 


cool entrees for summertime dining 


food By THOMAS MARIO 


pictorial 


THE BOSOM IN HOLLYWOOD 


being the further adventures of miss june wilkinson 


Proud of her prow, June Wilkinson strolls with 
purpose down a studio street, at left. Above, 
she tries out a pair of footprints in front of 
Grauman's Chinese Theatre. Below, she goes 
native by shopping at one of the mony open- 
Gir markets indigenous to Southern California. 
June finds the climate friendlier than England's. 


LITTLE LESS THAN А YEAR AGO, in our September ‘58 issue, we introduced American 

males to June Wilkinson, a kitten from Britain who, when she passed through 
Customs, had little to declare save a quiet manner, a demure English accent, and 
the thoroughly upsetting mathematics of 43-22-86. One of her first important stops 
was Chicago, where she dropped in upon PLaynoy to chat with the chaps and to pose 
for the memorable emulsions which led us to dub her ‘The Bosom and which were 
to bring her to the attention of Anglophiles all over, not excluding Hollywood. 
Since that time, June, newly blondified, has graced that city, braving the rigors of 
sun, smog, stucco and casting directors, and generally having herself a ball. She's 
made a movie for Paramount, Thunder in the Sun, with Susan Hayward and Jeff 
Chandler, and has been on location in Brazil, filming something called Macumba 
Love. She's also worked nightclubs with Spike Jones and appeared at Hollywood's 
scantily-clad Ballyhoo Ball. Between and often during these activities, she's been 
obliging the avid lenses of photographers, becoming, for a couple of excellent 
Feasons, the most photographed young lady in the U.S. We thought nobody would bat dd - 4 ^" 
mind if we got back into the act to report on June's adventures in Hollywood. Ж | 


à abe 


Literally having o ball, June joined other starlets 
and luminaries ot the Third Annual Ballyhoa Ball, 
a social function sponsored by the Publicists' Associ- 
ation of Hollywood. Though the Ballyhoo is always 
studded with scantily clad sirens, June managed ta 
steal the show as a voluptuous Egypti 

Abave, she and a friend anoint the Wilkinson pelt 
with cil to impart а sensuous gleam suitable for а 
daughter of the Nile and, right, she is gift-wrapped 
Egyptian style. She arrived in a sarcophagus, un- 
wound and posed for photographers bath con- 
ventionally and horizontally, in the Mansfield 
manner, held aloft by an obliging muscle-mon. 


ge! 


m 
2 Cebu & ALES 
KS Viel a Between tokes, June uses friendly persuasion on TV's 
Aa CUN ^ -— б Poladin, Richard Boone, to get professionol acting tips. 


June receives mokeup (obove) ond direction (below) during shooting of 
pilot film for new television adventure series starring Done Clork. 
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Morning ablutions and subsequent lolling 
about can be long and leisurely only when 
a starlet is not on early call ct the studio. 


June Wilkinson at home. The Hollywood Studio Club, historic domicile of 
many starlets who later become famous cinema personalities, is also June's 
home these days. Despite these languorous photographs, however, not much 
time is spent lounging there, for the life of a budding screen actress is o 
busy one. In addition to actual hours spent perfarming before the camer: 


A 


Since her appearance in PLAYBOY last September, June Wilkinson has become a pop- 
ular subject for the glamor lensmen of Hollywood who hove made her the most frequent- 
ly photographed beauty in the country. Above, she poses for o fetching figure study. 
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CAMPUS NOTEBOOK: FALL TERM 


COLLEGIATE ATTIRE, local fads notwithstanding, is still traditional Ivy. The news is 
found in a continuing evolution and refinement of tailoring details, fabrics and 
colors. We show some of the freshest here, and can predict genuine durability for 
them all. Variety and individuality are attained through the wide range of buttons, 
yoking, closures, collar treatments and cut of pockets on jackets and slacks — those 
special touches that help enhance the reputation of the best-dressed men on campus. 


DRUMMOND: $24 95 
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RANCHER'S DAUGHTER (concinued from poge 42) 


wearing blue shorts no bigger than my 
bandana. On top she’s got a yellow thing 
she says is a halter and is no bigger than 
a pair of sunglasses. All weekend the 
only one herding cows is Cooky, the dog. 
When Aunt Bessie gets back early Mon- 
day she catches Jesse climbing down 
from the hayloft in his underdrawers and 
docks him a day's pay [or drinking. While 
she's chewing out Jesse, Curly is crawling 
under the porch looking for his duds. 
Old Dan and Gimpy are out cold in 
their bunks, faces happy as can be, and 
being the youngest, I'm on Arnold riding 
out to relieve Cooky. 

“Where did you get the yellow ban- 
dana, Johnny?" Aunt Bessie yells over. 
I got no answer ready so I pull ош my 
handkerchief to my nose and all 
I come up with is little blue shorts. It 
was a helluva weekend. 

It's hard to imagine a more contented 
bunch of cowpokes than us five on the 
Bar T. We gave up gunslinging be- 
cause we felt we had something to live 
for. Gimpy and me even gave up smok- 
ing ‘cause it makes you shortwinded. 
If it's one thing that riled Bernadine it 
was having a guy get short-winded. Ac 
tually we were not just contented; we 
were getting healthier. 

“Almost makes а fellow ashamed to 
take his wages every month,” Old Dan 
would say. 

Aunt Bessie always handed out the 
wages. "Now don't go spending it all 
on women," she would say sharply. 
Bernadine would set there beside her 
and just look at us with those big blue 
eyes. Aunt Bessie's words meant noth- 
ing to Bernadine. To Bernadine sex 
was the most wonderful thing going. 
You don't worry about money when 
you have the most wonderful thing for 
a hobby. It was no time at all before all 
the Bar T hands came to feel the same 
way about it. It was good clean living, 
healthy work, and a good-paying job. 
You sure would guess that Harold 
would come along sooner or later. 

“Harold is down from Denver to 
check the books," Aunt Bessie says, in- 
troducing him. He's wearing city pants 
and a necktie and Bernadine looks him 
over. Right away each of us figures 
our playing time is cut by one-sixth; 
hut not one of us complains because we 
know Bernadine would want it this way. 
OF course we figure the books are going 
to be pretty well loused up by the end 
of the week, but that's not our worry. 
Tuesday we have a new womy. That 
evening in the bunkhouse Curly Preiser 
brings up the delicate subject. 

"Anybody have any fun yesterday?" 
Curly asks. We all look at each other 
and count the up-raised hands. 

“None,” Curly says. "Anybody today?" 


"There's a dead silence and a few boots 
start shuffling nervously, Curly goes to 
the calendar and checks the date. "Nope, 
that ain't it," he announces quietly. 

Old Dan hops up. "Who's holdin' 
out?” he demands, “Fess up now! 1 don't 
like this horsin’ around.” 


"You sure Bernadine 
into the barn yesterday; 


Saturday night in the orchard. I remem- 
ber ‘cause the little crab apples were 
all over the ground and —" 

“I ain't askin’ for details" Curly 
snaps. 
‘Bernadine never acted like this be- 
fore," Old Dan says sadly. 

“I think it’s Harold," Gimpy Yake 
mutters. "He's been talkin’ a lot to 
Bernadine.” 

"Ho!" Jesse laughs. “That ain't the 
answer. Bernadine don't go for talk.” 

“Maybe Harold talks different,” Curly 
says softly. All of us sat back to think 
and this got us nowheres. All I could 
think of was the apple orchard, blue 
shorts, and how sometimes she wore 
a ponytail instead of a bun. Man, she 
would get that ponytail aswirling and 
all hell would break loose. 

“Johnny,” Jesse said. "You don't look 
like you're doin’ the right kind of think- 
ing. 

Why don't we ask Bernadine?” Curly 
suggested. We took a vote and next 
morning we nabbed Bernadine behind 
the barn where it’s all trompled down 
nice. 

"Morning," she says, looking like some- 
body's kid sister. Old Dan steps for- 
ward. 

“How come the supply been shut off?” 
he inquires in a kindly tone. Bernadine 
opens her eyes to the half-dollar size. 

“What supply you talkin’ about, 
Dan?" she asks sweetly. 

"You know what I mean," Dan says. 
Ain't one of us had any fun since 
Saturday. 

Bernadine lowers her head, looks at 
her shoes, and wrinkles that little tilted 
nose. 

"Harold explained it's wrong," she 
murmurs real serious. 

“Wrong!” five voices chorus. Curly 
leans against the barn and looks sick. 
Gimpy has to sit down. Old Dan opens 
his eyes and comes back to the attack. 

"But Harold leaves at the end of the 
week. Then it won't be wrong," he tries. 

"Harold is staying," she tells us. "I'm 
gonna fall in love and marry him. And 
he told me the vows. I'm being true to 
him ‘til death do us part. Isn't that 
beautiful?” 

Curly leans against the barn again 


and almost does get sick. I didn't know 
my mouth was open until a big damn 
old moth flies in and out again. Berna- 
dine smiles, pats our hands, and walks 
away. We pick up Curly and stumble 
back to the bunkhous 

By Friday night we knew what had 
10 be done. It was probably Old Dan's 
idea or Jesse's but any one of us would 
be proud to claim it, At sunrise Saturday 
morning we marched Harold out the 
back bedroom door of the main house. 
Hc was wearing a nightshirt and we had 
no mind to give him time to dress. 

"No point to it," Old Dan explained, 
propping Harold up against the corral 
fence. Тог a cigarette?" 

“What are you madmen doing?" Har- 
old demanded. 

“Who's got a cigarette?" Dan asked. 
looking around. 

"We all gave up," I told him. 
"Makes you short-winded." 

“І forgot," apologized. "Guess 
Harold wil to seule for а 
blindfold." 

"Don't anyone dare blindfold те," 
Harold said angrily. Jesse nodded. 

"A brave man. OK. Let's go." 

Harold watched in amazement as we 
backed up and formed a neat line facing 
him. 


ауе 


“One,” Dan said. We took deep 
breaths. 

"Two," he called. We crouched 
slightly. 


"Three!" Five hands slapped leather 
The shots rang out like one — and Har- 
old naturally was done for. None of us 
forgot our old trade. We planted him in 
the flower bed with the petunias and 
stood around waiting for Bernadine. 

"Hope she didn't forget how," Gimpy 
mused. The rest of us nodded. 

That was a month ago and it turned 
out we'd been worrying in the wrong 
direction. When Bernadine discovered 
that death did them part she began to 
smile again and that ponytail went 
swinging something fierce. Old Dan 
passed away in his sleep two weeks ago 
Wednesday. Out of sheer weariness 
Jesse missed the top rung of the ladder 
from the hayloft two nights later. Gimpy 
chickened out and left for Colorado last 
Saturday. He was down to 86 pounds 
and fading fast. His horse never knew 
When Gimpy was aboard and would just 
stand in the corral looking stupid. 

Curly is painting the sign now and 
doing a right nice job with the lettering 
considering he has to heft the brush 
with two hands. HELP WANTED, it says. 
Not so much with the herding as to 
pitch im with the chores around the 
place. Don't bother applyin' if you 
smoke, Bernadine don't cotton to it. 
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WEACHIY OLD FARMER in the old days 
had a handsome son and two volup- 
(uous concubines — a dangerous. combi 
nation any time, 


This farmer never ceased to be on 
guard lest his son, just reaching man- 
hood, should attempt. to sample forbid 


den charms, and he repeatedly warned 
him against it, Furthermore, he reminded 
the concubi in and again that if 
they ever yielded to the young man, they 
would be sold to the first slave dealer 
who passed that way. The concubines, 
therefore. although the son's youth and 
beauty tempted them sorely, never gave 
their master the least reason to suspect 
infidelity. 

The daily proximity of two such beau- 


Ribald Classic 


© ). 
of Concubine 
с 


А new translation from the 


Syntipas of Andreopulus 


tiful women quite naturally caused the 
farmer's son to lust after them. He shot 
hot glances at them and when the father 
was at a distance, he told them what wa 
passing through his mind, but all to no 
avail. The vision of the slave dealer 
outweighed the imagined delights of the 
young man's embrace. 

One day the old man sat napping in 
the rose garden. His fect hurt him and 
he slipped off his shoes and called to 
his son: 

"Go to the house and fetch me my 
pers," he commanded. 

The son started for the house, and on 
the way an idea occurred to him. 

When he entered the house, the first 
concubine exclaimed, “Why have you 
come into the house while your father 
is out in the garden? Such rashness 
might send us to the slave dealei 

“Nonsense,” laughed the young man. 
“You sec, my father has just consented. 
He sent me to do that which I haye so 
longed to do with you. 

"No!" said the first concubine 
t. 

Would that it were tru 
second concubine 

“But it is true 
“1 swear that it is 

They would not belicve him, and for 
fear of the slave dealer they drew back 
when he would have kissed them and 
they covered their faces 
zome to the door,” he said at last. 
“We will ask my father so that you may 
hear for yourselves. 

When all three were standing in the 
door in sight of the farmer, the son 
raised his voice and called ow 


dis. 
bel 


cried the 


said the farmer's son. 


7 
= s ї 
To I 


‘The old man stirred and sat up in his 
"Couldn't you find the: 


called 


“Did you send me to get both 
the son. 

“OF course, vou idiot! 
farmer 


shouted the 
“Did you think one would be 
Both! Both 
said the young man, turn- 
to the two concubines. “Both.” 
The concubines understood perfectly, 
nd if they wondered at their master's 
шс of heart, they said nothing. They 
believed firmly in the saying, "Never 
look a gift horse in the mouth." 
— Translated by J. А. Gato 
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Give a New and Different Gift! 


We Will Engrave on Exact Reproduction 
of Your Calling Card, Signature or 
‘Trademark on Lifetime Cuff Links 


fu tecsured keepsake for any mon! Any signo. 


ture, emblem, calling or business cord engraved 
forever on lifetime copper as handsome Cutt 
Links, Tie Bar or Money Clip. Satin Silver Finish: 
CUFF’ LINKS 5755 pal: — TIE BAR 5435 Gold 
Plated: CUFF LINKS 58.95 pair — TIE BAR $5.50. 
All prices plus 10% Fed. Tax. Gift boxed. 100% 
satisfaction guaranteed. Allow 2 weeks for deliv 
ery. Send signature or card you wish repro- 
duced. Check with order if not sated. 


W. М. DRESDEN & Assoc., Dept. D-9 
179 W. Washington St., Chicago 2, Illinois. 


UNIQUE WALL PLAQUES 


These ebony wall molifs 
will add a dramatic 
touch to your home 

The Native Drum Player 


is 2044" tall. 
The Maraca Player 
1s 194" tall. 

The four-piece, 
feady-lo-hang set, 
$8.50 ppd. 

Send check or money order to: 
Thomas J. Overton 
B60 ТА St. 


Beaumont, Texas 


Ф 


High fidelity STEREO sound can be yours 
at savings of 50% or more. НЕАТНКІТ 
step-by-step instructions, written espe- 
cially for beginners, assure swift and 
successful assembly. Send today for the 
FREE catalog listing over 100 easy-to- 
build HEATHKITS. 

HEATH COMPANY 

Benton Harbor 3B. Michigan 


Э eset ot apt re. 


Please send the latest Heathkit Catalog. 
NAME 
ADDRESS 
city ZONE 


STATE 


HIGH-BRED HYBRIDS 


(continued from page 37) 
Nash Rambler Palm Beach, the Chrysler 
K-300, the Dart, the Norseman were 
some of them. Individually made, their 
cost was fantastic, a minimum of around 
540,000. 

Some of those who drove them 
thought they were almost worth it. They 
were beautiful, they were exotic, and 
they were fast, What more is there? Only 
handling and history. The thoroughly 
experienced. driver, wedded to firm sus 
pension and quick steering, found them 
а bit insecure, and the traditionalist 
found them socially unacceptable: he 
wanted a car that had behind it decades 
of elegance, or of race-winning, or of 
style-sctting. 

Still, the idea of cngineswapping was 
w thing. The British had been do 
ing it for years, and the Allard, one of 
the most successful racing sports Gus of 
the postwar period, was usually delivered 
in this country without an engine, so 
that the purchaser could drop in a Cadil- 
lac or a Chrysler, as he chose. Enginc- 
swapping hud even been done on a 
wholly domestic basis: when the Loewy 
designed Studebaker appeared, a good 

many of the cognoscenti, enchanted by 
its lines, were prevented from buying 
only by the lack of horsepower in the 
Studebaker engine 

The idea of the transatlantic bastard 
саг had occurred to people in Europe 
and alter the Paris Automobile Show ol 
1951 the French Gompagnie Facel-Metal 
lon, builders of bodies for the 5 
Sport and the Ford Comete, began to 
consider making a new high-performance 
car. Before the war, France had pro- 
duced many such: Bugatti, Talbot, 
Hotchkiss, Delage, Delahaye. Some of 
these were still being made, in very small 
quantity, but they were prewar in con- 
ception and design. The Facel-Metallon 
people wanted something that would be 
new from the tires up. 

By March 1953, a test car was in being, 
and im November there was a second 
Both of them ran 110,000 kilometers in 
France, Switzerland and Belgium. The 
final design was shown to the press in 
July 1954, exhibited at the Paris Show in 
October, and the first production car was 
delivered in March 1955, И was called 
the Facel-Veg: 

The Facel-Vega is а genuine high-per 
formance automobile de grande luxe. Wt 
uses a big Chrysler V-8 engine and trans 
mission, but the chasis is special, a 
welded arrangement of fourinch tubes; 


по n 


са 


in the coupé model the car is short, at 


104 inches only a bit la 
Rambler The: 
sedan. 

In the old tradition of the custom- 
ade automobile, unh; almost 
е now, the Face 
ous options to the buyer: Chrysler anto- 


er that a Nash 
r four-door 


matic transmission, or the magnificent 
Pont-a-Mousson four-speed manual gear- 
box, with synchromesh оп all gears, re- 
vene included, as an option on the 
option. Disk brakes, power steering, 
righthand drive are all available, and 
the interior can be finished in any 
leather or fabric available on the world 
market. An enormous stack of fitted lug 
age is tagged tra. 

A wo-seater in the European tradi- 
tion, the Facel-Vega coupé makes no 
concessions to thre: i 
two front bucket seats аге sepa 
the necessarily high transmission tunnel, 
which curies controls for the lights, 
windshickd wipers and windows, the lat 
ter electrically raised and lowered. Part 
E the impression of luxury the Facel- 
Vega makes derives from the dashboard, 
а tremendous door-to-door expanse of 
walnut paneling 

With 360 horsepower available at 5200 
revolutions per minute, the Facel-V 
is fast: using a 3.31 axle ratio, ihe 
makers claim 0 to 60 mph in 7.5 seconds, 
fabulously quick reading, and a top 
speed of 130. An alternative 293 rear 
end will produce 130 mph, in theory at 
any rate. Most owners value the car's 
comfort and agility over its top speed 
potential, but it's nice to kuow that the 
quickness is available. At 150 mph the 
Facel-Vega joins the legendary likes of 
the Ferrari Super as one of the fastest 
passenger automobiles in existence. And 
at 57300 the cost is around hall, while 
the exclusivity is not much less. There 
will never be many Facel-Vegas around, 
even though the French diplomatic 
service is to be equipped with them. 
Thats a pity, In a really well-ordered 
world there'd be one for evervbody who 
wanted one lor everybody who wanted 
to know the joy of sliding along а string 
straight moonlit road in utter. silence, 
power underfoot to run away hom any- 
thing, a month's lı ted under 
the deck, and someone pretty and amen- 
able in the other seat 

Cousin to the Facel-Vega is the Dua 
Ghia Chryslerbased Паіо- American 
high-performance. c The Dual Ghi, 
originated in Detroit when Eugene Casa 
oll, head of Dual. Motors, a subsidiary 
Г the Automobile Shippers firm known 
s а sponsor of Indianapolis 500 cars, 
fell victim to the wish for a fast, unique 
automobile. He made а couple of tenta 
tive stabs at it and then asked the De 
troit resentative of the Tralian coach 
builder Ghia, Paul Farago, to give the 
mater some thought. Fargo th 


500. chassis and took them to 1 
The D500 Dodge had created a co 
siderable stir when it appeared in 1056 
Jt would accelerate from 0 to GO mph in 
9.6 seconds în another 40 seconds 
ive at 113 mph апа all this with 
total weight of over two ton: 
In haly Farago had his two 0:500 


сш ир and reworked in the in- 
s of a lower center of gravity. Ghia 
designed a typically handsome convert- 
ible body. unusual but restrained, and 
the completed car weighed 200 pounds 
п the 0.500 Dodge. It was con- 
sequently a little faster in acceleration 
and in getting to top speed, 123 mph. 
Moving the 280-horscpower engine six 
inches rearward in the chassis materially 
improved the cars handling qualities 
over the parent Dodge. The Dual-Ghia 
was available with power brakes and 
steering and automatic transmissio 
and a production run of 100 

The car went on the mar- 


1958 th 
been made since. Н. 
had one, Dan Topping and С 
Moran were owners. Gilbert Kahn of the 
famous New York financial family had 
one, liked it so much that he said he was 
sure he could sell six of them to his 
friends. Frank Sinatra got one, and the 
ar soon became a top prestige symbol 
and badge of belonging among members 
of The Glan, the hip set in Hollywood. 
Peter Lawford and Eddie Fisher picked 
one up. Tony Curtis said he wanted one 
too. 

Unlike the Facel-Vega, available only 
ay а hard-top, the Dual-Ghia is a con- 

It offers American. big-engine 
ance, American big-scale comfort 


(there’s room for three in back) with 
Italian styling, for the last dozen years 
the world’s best. Retaining Dodge sus- 
pension, it’s nota competitive sports car, 
but it certainly is a high-performance 
automobile of unusual grace and beauty. 

Out of production now, the Dual-Ghia 
may appear again next year. Plans arc 
incomplete. The new one would be dif- 
ferent in at least two ways: it would be 
а hardtop. and it would probably cost 
around $10,000. 

For the man who wants something a 
lile bigger than the Dual-Ghia or the 
FacekVega, say rather more than twice 
as big. there's the Cadillac Eldorado 
Brougham. The six-page publicity re- 
lease announcing the car said nothing 
about the fact that the 1959 Brougham 
is being shipped, chassis and shell, to 
to the famous Farina coach-works 
for finishing. The styling, although cx- 
ecuted by is basically Fisher, and 
few onlookers, not noticing Farina's sig- 
naturc-plate on the would take it to 


"The Brougham is a limited production 
па is unique even in its own cate- 
in that there. 
There is n 
blic wants 


need for options. 


jothing to 


about alternative 
thing else is sta 


and air suspension, automatic headlight 
dimmer, power frontquarter windows, 
power seats and electric door locks and 
power reardleck lid. The customer can, 
however, have anything he likes in the 
way of interior options. 

The Brougham is an all-out attempt 
tomobile 
of the highest ordei an enormously 
comfortable prestige-building carriage, 
with remarkable suspension. character- 
istics, marvelously good power steering, 
and the most brutally snobbish horn- 
tone in the world! It is full of novelties 
such as a rear-quarter window that slides 
out of sight when the door is opened, in 
the interests of casier passenger pass 
The Brough is 225 inches long and 
$13,075 costs a little less than the sm: 
or cconomy model, Rolls-Royce. 

Thats the field at the moment: 
Chrysler, Dodge, Cadillac engines; Facel, 
Ghia, Farina coach-work. If you can't be 
made happy by a choice from this group 
you're fussy indeed. However, there is 
hope for you. Buy a couple of whatever 
chassis you like, take them to Italy, 
wander around Turin until you hear the 
unmist ble sound of ad-held ham- 
mers bashing metal, and then go in and 
talk to the man. Eventually you'll fi 
one who'll listen to you, if you've remeni- 
bered the important thing, which is: 
bring money. Bg 
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TRADITIONALLY FINE ORESS SHIRTS. SPORT SHIRTS. DYNAFLEXS JACKETS. ANO PAJAMAS. KNITWEAR AND SWIMWEAR FOR MEN. 


Back from Europe via BOAC 


«now back to campus via College Crests 
by Wings. Yes, after a perfect 

vacation abroad by B-O*A-C, you'll find 
the perfect campus sport shirt is the 
College Crests from the Wings Golden 
Award Collection. Trim look 
“TAPERED TAILORING"S... extra long 
tail stays in... proportioned length 


sleeves... perfect with or without a tie... 


Wash-and-Wear cotton in smartest 
ivy olive, burnished gold, specdbird blue. 
Imagine all this including embroidered 


pocket: only $ 499 
C°LLEGE 
CRESTS 


by 
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“BEAT” SHOW 


ent kind of enter- 
tainment, hear the Columbia original cast 
album of “The Nervous Set." The sound is 
contemporary jazz mixed with ballads, com- 
edy and hillbilly music. It's probably the best 
stimulant since caffeine. Incidentally, the 
music is played by a jazz quintet instead of 
the usual pit orchestra 


THE NERVOUS SET— Original Broadway Cast 
OL 5430 OS 2018 (stereo) 


GUARANTEED HIGH-FIDELITY AND 
STEREO-FIDELITY RECORDS BY 


COLUMBIA Ñ 


97 алта" QP Marcas Rag. A division of Cumbia Brosdcasting System. lc. 


LINGUAPHONE 


MAKES IT EASY TO LISTEN and LEARN ta 


SPANISH (American or European) ® FRENCH 

GERMAN ® ITALIAN ® JAPANESE 

MODERN GREEK ө RUSSIAN * ICELANDIC 
ong Sf 34 longuoqes уедеЫа AT HOME 


‘St 
мийи, rings о 12 nf the world's 
"ther: Inte your home. 


Address Labels $1 
ANY 3: DIFFERENT 


Build the best portable... 


1201; ALL-TRANSISTOR RADIO RA-6 
KIT $29.95 WIRED $49.95 


Includes leatherette case, 
Easy creative fun! All 
V. S, -made. 6-transistor 
süperhet circuitry: hlgh 
Sensitivity & selectivity. 
Push-pull audio output & 
6” aval speaker for big- 
set sweet natural sound, 

‘upon for FREE cataleg on STEREO hi 
ear & test instruments, KITS & Factory: 
‘ame wf nearest EICO dealer, 

EICO, 3300 N. Blvd.. 1.1.С. 1, N. У. Pea 

Name 

Adress 


сиу State 


TIME OF SALADS 


(continued from page 70) 
for the salad beginner is to seldom use 
mayonnaise as it comes from the jar. 
Spreading unmixed mayonnaise on toast 
is just right for a club sandwich. But 
for salads the mayonnaise should be 
softened so it both clings to the ingredi 
ents and flows among them. Dilute it 
with milk, cream or lemon juice, or any 
combination of these. Use from one to 
four tablespoons of diluent per cup of 
mayonnaise, Now and then you will m 
mayonnaise with а watery food, like the 
mandarin orange slices in the shrimp 
salad recipe that will follow. In such in 
ances, the food itself will provide its 
own diluendo, and no other thinning 
will be necessary. Freshly boiled potatoes 
in a salad, on the other hand, will not 
only blot up the mayonnaise but will 
actually make it thicker than it was when 
taken from the jar. Around the Rouen 
area in France, chefs make à potato salad 
by adding only sweet cream and vinegar 
10 the hot sliced boiled potatoes. As the 
salad stands, the cream turns 
gende, enticing cold sauce. 

The kinds of individual dressings that 
you can make (гот a jar of prepared 
mayonnaise are practically unlimited. 
Such additions as capers, chopped tarra 
gon, chopped hard-boiled суу, curry 
powder, sherry, sour cream, unsweetened 
whipped cream, chili sauce or chili 
powder, or even fruit juices or fruits, 
are only а few of the numberless và 
tions. 

Not many amateur chels make their 
own mayonnaise these days. I, however, 
you are enamored of olive oil favor, you 
may want to make your own, since the 
prepared product is processed from com 
paratively tasteless vegetable oils. Whip- 
ping up your own mayonnaise is really 
4 snap if you own an electric blender. 
эч merely drop into the well of the 
blending machine 1 egg, I teaspoon pre 
pared mustard, 14, teaspoon. salt and а 
dash cayenne pepper. Mix it at low 
speed for about 5 seconds, Then, at low 
speed. again, slowly add 1 cup olive oil 
or other salad oil if you prefer. И you 
own the type of blender that's fitted with 
a filler cap, merely remove it and pour 
the oil through the opening. After the 
oil has been added, stir in | tablespoon 
lemon juice and | tablespoon. wii 
vinegar, and the. mayonna 
Again you can reach for your apothecary 

rs and add turmeric, dill weed or any 
spiking ingredient that pleases your 
fancy, remembering to add a little at a 
time 00 taste 

Even easier than шауопи 
pastoral delight, sour cream dressing, 
especially good with a fish dish like 
fresh salmon salad. Combine 1 cup 
sour cream, 2 tablespoons wine vinegar, 
Ya teaspoon onion salt, 2 tablespoons 
Sugar and 2 ce. Stir 


into a 


ise is an old 


hes Tabasco 


it for a minute, and the dressing is 
ready. 

When you make d, be conscious 
not only of flavors, but of textures as 
well. It’s no accident that in one salad 
recipe after another you'll find diced 
celery listed as one of the ingredients, 
because of its tonic crispness. Crinkly 
lettuce with firm beefsteak. tomatoes, 
hard water chestnuts tamed with ten 
der shrimp, solt pimientos paired with 
lobster chunks — all these arc. prime ex 
amples of delightful textural juxtaposi 
tion 

No man who ever had the ht to hold. 
a salad spoon has said anything more 
important than Sydney Smith in his 
famous recipe in rhyme for a salad dress 
inp: "Let onion atoms lurk within the 
bowl,/And half suspected, animate the 


whole.” "Fo keep raw onion half sus 
pected, however, isn't as casy as it 
sounds. Some fresh onions аге much 


more volatile than others, and when the 
tear glands begin to Пом too energetic 
ally, thats an indication to go casy 
An onion that's grated will reach other 
foods in the bowl much more quickly 
than an onion that's diced or chopped 
‘The most delicate member of the onion 
family is the thin green herb, the chive 
Shallow, the small yellow bulbs that 
come in quart measures, have а lively 
yet delicate onion flavor, but must. be 
chopped extremely fine before they can 
be used i alads; they're usually too 
small to grate. Scallions should. be 
dled the same way. For those who ca 
tolerate onions in raw form, onion pow 
der or onion salt may be substituted, 

The proficient saladier knows how to 
turn emergencies into assets. When a 
recipe calls for Iwo cups diced boiled 
chicken, and you have only one cup on 
hand, you won't be fiinthearted about 
substituting. cooked ham or tongue or 
sweetbread or chicken liver or even crab 
meat. And if you have only one and à 
half cups of chicken when à recipe calls 
for two, and you decide to add а hall 
cup of walnuts or chestnuts or Irozen 
pineapple ks, you'll learn that ad 
ditions of this type, properly prepared, 
will invariably be credited to your ae 
ve ingenuity rather than to a shortage 
in your icebox, 

Here is а covey of salad-meal recipes, 
cach planned. for four portions and 
guaranteed to garner huzzahs Irom hun 
шу guests. 


SEASHORE SALAD À LA PLAYBOY 


Meat from 2 I-Ib. boiled lobsters 
ya Ib. freshly cooked. crab. lump 
1 Ib. mediunesize shrimp boiled 
зд cup French. dressing 

11% cups diced celery 

Salt, pepper, celery salt 

M teaspoon. paprik: 
1 teaspoon horseradish 

Juice of 1 lemon 

2 tablespoons oyster cocktail sauce 


allions, white part, finely chopped 
М teaspoon Worcestershire sauce 


Lettuce | 

Cut the lobster meat into Yeinch 
cubes. Examine crab lump, and ca 
remove any shell or cartilage 
shrimp, and remove veins, In a sa 
bowl combine the lobster meat, crab 
lump. shrimp, French dressing, celery, 
two or three generous dashes cach of 
salt, pepper and celery salt, paprika 
horseradish, lemon juice, cocktail sauce, 
scallions and. Worcestershire sauce. Mix 
thoroughly. Chill in the refrigerator a 
least one hour, Gut half a head of let 
tuce into fine shreds. Combine the salad 
with the lettuce shreds, capers and 
mayonnaise. Mix thoroughly. Line [our 
dinner plates with lettuce leaves. Spoon 
salad on lettuce, Garnish salad, if de 


sired, with wedges of hard-boiled exe or 
wedges of tomato or both. 
CORNED ВЕРЕ SALAD. 
34 1b. thinly sliced cooked corned beef 


4 mediumsize boiled potatoes, peeled 

4 mediumsize cooked or canned red 
beets 

1 medium-size dill pickle 

4 tablespoons salad oil 

4 tablespoons. garlicfayored wine 
vinegar 

2 teaspoons prepared. mustard 

1 tablespoon finely chopped chives 


Freshly ground black pepper, salt 

2 hard-boiled eggs 

Lettuce leaves 

Cut the corned beef imo Yeinch 


squares, Cut the potatoes, red beets and 
dill pickle the same size. In a salad bowl 
combine the corned beef, potatoes, 
beets, dill pickle, salad oil, wine 
mustard and chives. Hold the pepper mill 
over the bowl, and give the handle a 
halldozen turns. Add salt very spari 
ly, since the corned beef is salty, Toss all 
ingredients thoroughly. Let the 
marinate in the refrigerator at 
to 5 hours, Line cold dinner plates with 
lettuce leaves. Spoon the salad onto the 
lettuce leaves, Garnish with wedges of 
hard-boiled egg. 


TALIAN MIXED SALAD 


quarts salad greens. 

sweet green. pepper, thinly sliced 
whole roasted sweet red peppers 
from. jar. thinly sliced 

2 small hot green peppers, thinly 


Sliced 

2 202. jam artichoke hearts in oil, 
drained 

2314-07. jars cocktail mushrooms, 
drained 


12 large stuffed green olives 

6 large black olives 

2 large tomatoes cut into wedges 
14 сир capers in salt 


1 cup diced celery 
1⁄4 cup olive oil 
2 tablespoons red wine vinegar 
2 2oz. cans boneless and skinless 
1dines 

The salad greens may consist of any 
available assortment such as lettuce, 
romaine, chicory, endive and watercress, 
cut or torn into mediumsize pieces, 
washed and dried until not a droplet of 
water shows. Use one of those special 

ts, paper towels or clean 

cloth towels for drying the greens. In a 
large salad bowl combine all the ingredi- 
s (ice cold) except the sardines. Toss 
slowly but thoroughly until well blended 
The capers in salt will usually obviate 
the necessity for additional sali. Since 
the artichoke hearts, roasted peppers 
and mushrooms are mari 
come from the jar, no further m: 
is required for this salad. Spoon the 
salad onto the serving plates. Place the 
sardines on top of cach portion. 


MANDARIN SHRIMP SALAD. 


2 Ib. shrimp boiled 
V, cup mayonnaise 
YA cup heavy cream whipped 
340z can water chestnuts, drained 
1-02. сап mandarin orange segments, 
drained 
2 dashes Tabasco sauce 
lt, white pepper 
Lettuce leaves 
] bunch watercress 
202. jar pimiento strips, drained 
Remove shells and veins from shrimp. 
Slice the water chestnuts as thin as pos- 
sible. Fold the whipped cream into the 
mayonnaise. In a salad bowl combine 
the shrimp, mayonnaise mixture, wate 
chestnuts, orange segments and 7I 
sauce, Add salt 
taste. Let the s; 


basco 
nd white pepper i 
al marinate а half hour 


n the refrigerator before serving. Line 
cold dinner plates with lettuce leaves. 
Spoon the salad onto the lettuce. Place 2 
Large sprigs of watercress on cach portion 
of salad at opposite sides of serving 
plates. Place the. pimiento strips on top. 
of salad just before serving 


SCALLOP SALAD 


1 Ib. sea scallops 
1 tablespoon dill weed 

T teaspoon grated onion 
2 tablespoons salad oil 

2 tablespoons lemon juice 
1 cup diced celery, includi 
cup sour cr 
14 cup mayonnaise 

alt, pepper, celery salt 

Lettuce leaves 

8 large stuffed olives 

Wash scallops well. Drop scallops into 
boiling salted water and simmer for 4 
minutes. Drain scallops and cut them 
into slices about 15 inch thick. (Bay scal- 
lops may be substituted. for sea scallops, 
when in season. They should be boiled 2 
minutes, and left whole.) Put the sliced 
lops in a salad bowl. Add thc dill 
weed, grated onion, salad oil and lemon 
juice. Add two or three generous dashes 
cach of salt, pepper and celery salt. Let 
the scallops chill in the refrigerator one 
hour. Add the celery, sour cream and 
mayonnaise. Mix well. Correct scasoning 
as needed. Spoon the salad onto lettuce 
leaves. Cut stuffed olives in hall. cross- 
wise. Arrange the olives, cut side up, on 
top of cach portion of salad. 

You'll find these ls will lead to 
gustatorial applause. And the delighted 
reactions of your more delectable guests 
will help make your summer days sa 
days in more ways than one. 


g leaves 


“Having lived a rich and [ull life...” 


PLAYBOY 


86 


SENDER (continued from page 34) 


пест, not а mere sailor. "Fm sorry, 
Sheila said, feeling the flush rise to her 
face and relieved that the glare of sun 
would hide her embarrassed color. In- 
voluntarily, instinctively, like the flies 
which sometimes attacked her in the 
high grass between her car and thc 
beach, she gazed at his body, an agile, 
wiry and powerful one, of middle 
height, with just slightly bowed legs as 
he stood in the sand, his pants dropped 
to his ankles and the teeshirt now 
pulled over his head. During that quick 
moment when he could not see her, 
her eyes fled to the brict clothed part 
of his body. He looked much stronger. 
more wiry, bunched and thicker than 
Fred .. . And the hectic flush rose again 
to her face. She wanted to jump up, 
kicking sind, and run for the surf. 
Reason we do this to our tee-shirts, 
Ma'm, it's a mariner wick, is you know 
it gets hor, sticky, and you get that salt 
spray. Hard to get them off unless you 
can loosen at the neck. 
He handed her the te 
admire his sailor's skill at piercing th 
cloth and threading in а shoelace. It was 
as if he had read her mind at wonder 
ing about it. She could smell him in the 
cloth as she held it. She let it fall near 
his pants and the tennis shoes. Abruptly, 
without warning, just as he had dropped 
his pants, he now dropped himself in 
the sand beside her, again talking rapid 
ly to get over the moment of shyness at 
a new step in this pickup dance which 
must have been ritual with him. He was 
too good at it. Sheila resented and ad- 
mired his boldness, his skill, and espe 
cially the way he would mention his 
friends, saying, "She —1 mean he,” in 
a cunning correction which somehow 


hirt to let her 


made the whole question of sex very 
important. 
With this recogniti 


know his name! — she 
I'm going in,” she said, 
jumping up in 
brusqueness and ru 
sea. 

“Me too! Wait up!" 

OF course! But she ran, 1 
be first in the boiling white and blue 
surf, di for an instant felt his hand 
pursuing her as she slipped away. diving 
into a rolling wave and grateful for its 
cooling touch to her fever. It did. not 


she did not eve 


ishing, to 


count in the water, she decided. She 
could not be expected to know his touch 
from that of the sea. 


They came out together, ostentatiously 
separated, But had they really touched? 
Why this shyness? she thought. Why guilt 
already for nothing at all? 

Perhaps because she did not like h 
laughter. It had a shrill, almost fem- 
inine note in it. It was unlike him. 
What's your name?" 

“Larry, didn't 1 tell you? Engineer 


Larry Fortiner, the shrimper's friend, 
с to Cuba rum!” And 
again that shrill insistent laughter 

She lay back, closed her eyes, and 
drowsily they talked. The morning sun 
rose; the stretch of beach was deserted 
except for an occasional stroller, pick- 
ing shells—most people went to the 
guarded beaches. Perhaps she slept for 

time; perhaps he slept, too. At lea 
there was a silence of deep considera- 
tion between them. She could never re- 
l the act of falling asleep on the 
beach, but she slept often, because she 
would return home refreshed, the tu- 
mult within stilled for a time, and per- 
haps ready to help poor Fred feel better 
alter the hurt night and the long hurt 
exhausted day at the laboratory. Like 
the days without Larry, this morning 
passed mostly in dream, and she might 
then go home to admire the fresh red- 
dish glow of her skin and the newly 
lightened hair. She would brush and 
brush her hair until all the sand was 
out, but she knew it sull smelled of 
sun. The thought made her [eel de- 
ed; she knew she was. While she 
dozed, she sensed through her pores the 
stares of other strange men pasing by. 
Without opening her eyes, she raised 
one knee, slowly, languidly, giving them 
the sight in motion of the inside of her 
thigh against the inside of her thigh. 
She always wore her black swimsuit for 
these silent lonely outings. 

Silent and lonely! And yet when she 
moved her legs now she knew the name 
of an important watcher: Larry. And 
Larry loved watching. Sheila felt the 
sun and his hot black gaze pouring over 
her, probing and pleasing her, so that 
she lay for а moment spreading in the 
d it seemed to her that 
wvisible secret organs of pleasure 
were swelling, replying: and then with 
abrupt shame she thrust her hand be 
tween her legs, just as if she were a 
man, to hide herself; and then remem- 
bered that she was a woman and noth- 
could be seen and the hand fluttered 
away. 

She opened her eyes, smiled, shook her 
head, sat up, and said, "My Lord. The 
sun must be , . . Гуе got to get home, 


And burned fiercely inside. 

And went on, staring at him with a 
sun-dazzled boldness. "You must be, on 
that shrimp boat of yours— you seem 
to be tan all over — do you — 7" 

"Say it. Spit it out, She 

When had she told him her name? 
When had he begun using her name 
so casually? 

“Do you work on shipboard without 
Clothes? Without clothes at all 

He threw back his head to laugh, the 
sun glinting on the oily black hair, his 
thick eyebrows gleaming, and the h 


of his body and the slightly bowed legs 
glittering with salt slick; and somehow 
now she did not mind the high note of 
his laughter. 

The rest happened very rapidly, but 
Sheila did not object either to being a 
classic case. He asked her to go with 
him now to his hotel in town. She low 
cred her eyes amd shook her head. He 
seemed to expect this, and was willing 
to allow her to shower, to make prepa- 
rations. He paused a moment. Не asked 
her to meet him later in the afternoon, 
in about three hours — at. his hotel, in 
room $18, just go straight up. She did 
not need to run the risk of being seen 
with h 
‘No,” she whispered. 

Let's say two o'dock. I'm 


n imp 


'Oh no, please Larry, don't!" she said, 
shaking her head violently. 

"Why not? We understand cach other 
pretty well already, in fact we agree. 
He showed his teeth in a smile without 
humor. “I know we agree. So why not, 
Sheila?” 

"Well... Well. - . ." Head lowered, 
се hou "E havg а jealous husband.” 
And again his high infuriating laugh- 
ter. Sheila, who was mobilized for com- 
nication with him, knew the тело 
for his amusement. Her words were 
seal to the agreement, amd they both 
knew it, for she had said, "I have a 
jealous husband"; not Mm married, 1 
won't, but simply, “1 have a jealous 
husband... . 

But if 1 could! 

And so quickly he made plans for her. 
She was to take the Renault in for a 
change of oil, leave it, go down Front 
Street to the Tides Hotel; he lived on 
the third floor, she could walk up the 
alley stairway — “Agreed? 

Swept along, it scemed inevitable. She 
nodded yes. She got up and gathered 
her towel, sunglasses, slippers. She felt 
a congested adrenaline pout filling her 
lips. Larry's nasal voice and angry eyes 
altered her blood as the weight of Fred's 
body could only rarely do. 

“One thing more before you go," he 
said. He was looking at her solemnly, 
standing with his hands on his hips, 
rocking slightly in the sand on those 
dark, strong, slightly bowed legs. “I've 
been at sea a long time, Sheila. I'm 
rough, but thats OK. You want that. 
But it means something, honey: Do not 
disappoint me, hear? 

"TII be there, Larry 

"Hear me now 

“L said so, Larry. 

“Don't change heads on me when 
you're safe at home 

“Don't threaten me!" she cried, sh 
en and near tears with excitement, and 
turned toward the high grass where her 
car was parked. ‘Then she faced around 
to where Larry stood, watching her 
thoughtfully and pulling his jeans back 


on. "I do what I want,” she said quietly. 
^] haven't wanted this before, but now 
1 do. So I'll do exactly what I want.” 

The last thing she saw was his casual 
grin and wave as she slipped onto the 
scorched seat of the little 4-CV. ‘The 
motor barked as she spun in a half-circle 
and fled up the dirt road to the high- 
way. While in town she could also have 
the tailpipe repla 


Home after this long morning in the 
sun, Sheila found it past lunchtime al- 
ready. She had a headache compounded 
of suu, hunger, excitement. She made 
herself a salad with bits of cheese and 
long slices of cucumber, and ate even 
the rye cracker with relish (a gesture to 
ward protecting her weight), and then 
for pure high spirits, allowed herself a 
slice of the lemon pie she had bought 
for Fred the day before. As if a curtain 
had been dropped, her headache wa 
blocked away, She felt merely drowsy 
and satiated in the pleasure of return 
to the familiar rooms, filled with the 
comforts of her 10-year marriage, after 
a tricky and dangerous adventure, The 
Lest part of this strange morning was 
that nothing had been altered. 

Not yet 

She showered, considering this yet 
With the relief of lunch and a shower, 
she thought back on the morning as if 
it were pleasant ancient history. It 


scemed complete already. Afterwards, 
wrapped in a robe and ready for а nap. 
she took an aspirin, not because she had 
the headache again, but just in case. 

No, she thought, of course she would 
not meet him. 

What nonsense! 

What foolishness! 

No, she did not like his laughter. And 
though his legs were powerful and rip- 
autly, she found the slight bow 
c to contemplate now in her cool 
shaded cottage. And the hairs all over 
his body. And his nasty yellow teeth. 
And that laugh again! Deliciously she 
shivered with the fright of what she 
almost did, might have done, perhaps 
even someday would do. 

And with this renewal of her sense 
of daring pride, her head turned on the 
pillow and she slept. 

A long time she slept, She slept right 
through the time when she was sup 
posed to meet Larry. Well, too bad. 
Awakening, she lay slugabed, rubbing 
her scalp with the pads of fingers, as 
you are supposed to do, especially when 
you've had too much sun. Too bad 
about Larry. Foo bad about his waiting 
for her. Men are such pigs. so eager and 
greedy for the great struggle, and then 
so sure of themselves, complete, silent 
and insuflerable afterwards. Let him be 
sorry! It would be a lesson for his huge 
male conceit. Next time he would be 


careful when he preyed on a woman's 
loneliness. 

So she got up to prepare dinner, mak- 
ing the small housewifely gestures of 
straightening the house, pulling the 
blind against the late afternoon sun, 
emptying the ashtrays, setting the table. 
Then she put a stack of F 
records on the machine and sat down to 
do her nails. She used colorless polis! 
she was proud of her taste. (She also 
preferred late. Sinatra and сапу Anita 
O'Day.) Just as she heard Fred's car 
pulling onto the gravel — she kept her 
Renault in the carport, he left the other 
car outside — the telephone rang. She 
knew, she knew, and she ran to get it. 

“Please, you're late. What happened? 
Ive been waiting and waiting.” His 
voice had a hurt urgency that made it 
very diflerent from the drawling nasal 
one on the beach. 

"No," she hissed, watching the door 
for Fred, "no, no, Гуе decided no — 
don't call here again." 

“Please, honey. 

"No!" 

"You promised me, Shei 

“It was a mistake, Now don't bother 
me again, it was just a terrible mistake. 
Тч if I—oh, why should I have 
ize to you? Just don't bother 


me адай 
"There was an instant of silence. In 
this silence she could feel his arrogance 
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flowing back, and now abruptly she saw 
him again on the beach, shocking her 
by ripping at the snaps and dropping 
his pants. And over the telephone came 
that shrill laughter, almost like a wom 
an's, and she was abruptly grateful for 
тозу escape, that prudence which 
id protected her from the sun-twisted. 
fleeting the beach. A bow- 
legged sailor with oily hair all over his 
body and a womanish giggle! She hun 
up on him while he was still laughing 

Putting away the garden tools, putter 
ing outside, admiring his little property 
in to the risks of troubled 


desires of 


wi 


gather her calm like black netting about 
her, reveali d not revealing, ready 
She was impatient to see him, and final 
ly ran outside. "Darling, whatever are 
you doing? Don't about the 
plants, Fm waiting for you!" She 
wrapped her ar huy about his 
shoulders and kissed him, mouth amd 
tongue, and ther pulled away 
the upper part of her body. “Why don't 
you take a shower, darling? OF course I 
like your big bad male smell, but its 
been a long day. While you wash up PI 
have a drink out for the both of us, OK?” 

"What a rush!" He grinned, rising at 
once to the unexpected boon ol her 
good spirits. “What have you 
doing? E see a fresh sunburn under your 


worry 


been 


t waiting for you, darling. Hurry 
now." and she got behind him and put 
both hands on his rump and playfully 
pushed him, talking train, "Choo! choo! 
choo! We're heading in to clean up the 
great scientist!” 

Fred’s warmess passed over to good 
cheer ratitude under her happy 
welcoming Oddly gh, his 
jacket. pockets did not seem to sag when 
he майса joshing and gallant 
clinked glasses. She did not resent his 
pale, untanned. face, because when he 
took off his glasses she could see that 
he had managed to get some sum any 
мау: the checks contrasted 
with the pale, bluish pouches under his 
eyes. "Honey," he said, “you're full of 
vinegar, you even spilled your bottle 
ot mail polish. Want to go into town 
lor a movie?” 

"Let's just stay home,” 
and... and..." 
“T'I help you clea 
he said. 

And she was touching 
ing hin), and they were slipping down. 
They made love on the cold tiles of the 
inside patio floor in the heat of the Flor 
ida summer evening. With fierce 
tude Sheila clutched the dear straining 
fice looming over her, and feeling the icy 
smoothness of tile against her sunburned 
back and against the fesh of her but 
tocks, an unprecedented marvel of de- 
sire came to dwell in her: she believed 
that she loved Fred, had always loved 


and 


mood eno 


was 


browned 


he murmured, 


Fred, only only Fred. Breathless and 
asping. she asked him to carry her to 
bed 


afterwards. He smiled and was 
strong enough to do it. Dreamily she 
Kissed him, many light sleepy kisses now 
rateful and dreaming, and then turned 
to sleep 

Lucky Fred, lucky Sheila 

Poor Larry, poor boy, she thought 
Hunting on the endless beach. ‘Tanned 
sailor with sly tobacco smile and pow 
erful bowlegs. No, en 
shrimper, not sailor, and his jeans full 
of lazy money, Tribute of his hurt voice 
on the telephone. A history of hurt de 
sire in that hard calculating face. He 
couldn't take his eyes from the inside 
of her thighs. That black suit looked 
swell on her — no, charming, not swell 
Vulgar word. Piquant. Pee-kwunt. Ador 
ble. Those are words for thighs rising 
to grip Fred's shoulders. Larry's m 
laughter. Oily hair all over him, Wh 
he even dared to touch her in the boil 
ing surf 

Maybe that’s what a wife needs to be 
loyal to her husband and content with 
him — the ardent. angry, dangerous trib 
ute of a pickup on the beach 
Foreplay, she believed. it was called 


іпсег on the 


They, Sheila thought bitterly, They 
won't let you be happy. You have to 
рау and pay and pay in this hard Jile 
It was as if the decision had been made 
on some fiery beach in the underworld 

But 


the devil was nor They, Jt wis 
simply He 
The next morning. shortly after a 


tender silent breakfast — Sheila had got 
up to squeeze the juice far Fred — just 
Fred Felt Jor work 
the first special delivery letter 
For God's sake, after what we 
have mennt to each other, you can't 
Just break it off now. You came into 
my life like a gift 1 did not deserve, 
but you just tear yourself away. 
You can't. 1 know you don't really 
want to break with me 
And on like that. Ever yours as always. 
Larry. She recognized the game at once 
Blackmail. But the question was: when 
would he stop? Was he crazy or merely 
licious? Did it make апу dillerence 
whichz 
Impulsively she ran to the telephone 
and dialed his hotel Breathlessly she 
sl over the telepho 1 
know your trick! Don't! You have no 
rights on me! How you take ad 
vantage of a woman without defense?” 
And then. struggling to master hersell 


а few minutes afte 


came. 


иней at bin 


сап 


"Please, Larry. E beg you. It was fine to 
meet you like that, you were hand 
some — " She tried cunning to match 


his. She purred in а voire she recog 
nized as her bistnight’s voice өп the 
tile, "You atoactive I didn't 
know what E was saving. 1 was tempted 
You're so— but please now, Larry, my 
selfrespect . . . You know I'm a amir 


were so 


ried woman. 
He answered, “I'm waiting for you. 
Til stay in this hotel. I want you, I must 


have you. Sheila. You promised. For 
God's sake. for my sake and your 
sake — 


"Oh please!” 

"Even for vour husband's sake 
] the steady ardent courting voice 
denly broke to shrill laughter. It 
was no use. She hung up. 

Was it her imagination. or the 
postman have a nasty little grin on his 
face when he came with the second spe- 
cial delivery letter? It was very short 
this time. 

Deep within my loneliness I kiss 

again in memory the little mole on 

the highest tender part of your left 
thigh. Darling I need you 

She did not go out all day. She locked 
the doors and pulled the blinds, though 
she believed that he would not ap- 
proach the house. She stared into space 
and jumped at exch creak, and she 
pulled the plug of the electric clock 
because she could not stand to watch 
the second hand turning, turning, going 
noplace, and finally Fred came home. 
and then it was worse because she had 
to pretend for Fred while she felt the 
black bile of anxiety welling up within 
her at every sound. Was it the postman 
again? Would the telephone ring? How 
could she expl to Fred if Larry took 
it into his head to report about the mole 
which must have showed just at the 
elastic line of her swimsuit? 

Shouldn't she just tell Fred the truth? 
The truth wasn’t so bad. He should be 
able to forgive a momentary weakness 
that сате to nothing. But after their 
quarrels, his suspicions, her habit of r 
hing to the beach when there was troi 
ble between them ~.. 

In his dry way Fred would ask for an 
explanation of her passionate demand 
for him yesterday eve 1t would spoil 
everything: it would sink then 

She w not a brave 
would admit it to anyone. a 
coward. All right. Perhaps she should 
tell Fred, and maybe Larry would tire 
of his tormenting of her and just go 
back to his shrimp bc Eventually he 
would have to go. Perhaps he would 
have mercy. At least the early evening 
posed. without another letter, without 
a telephone сай. 

Before 10 o'clock, before Fred had 
even finished his newspaper, Sheil: 
could stand it no longer and threw h 
self into his ys. “Oh love me, love 
me, love me,” she wept 
I do, darling. But wha 
ter?" 

Nothing.” 

“What is 12" 

She could not speak. She would pro- 
tect Fred: He would go away. th- 
ing,” she said, “just love me and take 


\ 


st 


"s the mat- 


care of me, darling, hurry, please — 

When she awakened next morning. 
she was convinced that she had done 
the right thing. Larry wanted to fright- 
en her, but not to destroy her. He knew 
very well how to send a letter so that 
it would arrive in the evening. or to 
telephone in the evening and arouse 
Fred's suspicions . . . She felt almost 
grateful to Larry, as the prisoner is 
said to be flooded with love when his 
tormentor stops hurting 1 Oh she 
would be good to Fred now! Oh shc 
would be kind! He deserved it; he had 
been sweet, loving, understanding dur- 
ing these last terrible day: 

Understanding. She smiled wryly. Men 
don't need to understand very much to 
be ardent. understanding. 

And then the розп g again. 
And the day passed. And the evening. 

And the next day again. Another let 
ter. Sheila thought that she would break, 
but she found strength in herself that 
she did not suspect. She did not crack. 
She spent the entire day indoors, wait- 
ing. wondering il. Larry would go to the 
trouble of getting Fred's address at the 
laboratories and writing directly to him. 
She wondered if he would dare to call 
Fred there. She figured out things to 
say to Fred, speeches of justification; she 
imagined. scenes of confession and rec- 
onciliation. But she did not darc. 

She had come to need Fred's love and 
trust as she never suspected she could. 
Her self-love, her control of Fred, her 
dreams of better me d better fates 
for pretty little Sheila had disappeared 


under this threat to the entire structure 
of her life. One morning she labored 
and panted and struggled to turn the 
big mirror to the wall. She did not want 
10 look at herself. She had strange belly 
weaknesses and pains. Perhaps it had 
really happened at last and she w 
pregnant. She ran to the mirror to sec 
if her silhouette had 
one had turned the big r 
wall. 

And still the letters kept coming. 

Each night she studied Fred's f. 
was bland and peaceful. Surely he knew 
nothing. But lic was deep, he had quiet- 
neses within him that she only now 
suspected. It seemed curious to her that 
he never discussed his work at the Jab- 
oratory. When she asked him, he said, 
“Why, I just didn't know you were in- 
terested. You haven't asked me t, 

“Tell me! Tell me ev 
on your mind! 

He smiled and stroked her hair. "Kit 
ten," he said, “you're a ruffled lite 
kitten these days. What's on your mind?” 

If she were only pre it might 
explain everything — or it might make 
it horribly worse. 

And still the letters kept coming, 

When the resolution to her problem 
occurred to her, it seemed so easy and 
inevitable chat she could not understand 
why she had balked at it for so long. 
She telephoned the hotel. “All right, 
you win,” she said. “I'l be there at two 
this afternoon. 
“Thank you. thank you, darling. 
said his now grave voice, and then with 
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the nasal imperative note that was the 
next thing to his fierce laughter: “For 
God's sake don't disappoint me this 


time.” And then the hi “You 
overdue!” And finally the churning high 
laughter 


She went. She remembered that oddly 
pleasant, oddly unpleasant kiss of adren- 
ine at her lips, and with her anticipa 
tion both the swelling pout returned 
and her bewilderment at it. She was 10 
minutes carly, but he was waiting. She 
parked her red Renault down the street 
and walked a block in the heavy mid 
day heat. dazzled, blinking back tears 
behind her dark glasses. With a little 
shock she discovered that it was casy to 
blink back the tears, There was relief 
There was a purpose and hope. Any 
thing to drain him, diminish him, shut 


him up! 
His room wa 


unlocked. She opened 
the door, closed it behind her, turned. 
and said calmly, “АП right, Larry." И 
was as if the events of the last week had 
made them old friends 

He was lying on the bed in the same 
clothes he had worn when they first met 
on the beach. He turned on his side 
without getting up. "Take off yov 
clothes slowly," he said, "and then come 
here and help me undress.” 

With an unwinding shiver of release 
amd gratification, she understood. that 
she would now do anything. anythir 
he wanted, and that this passive and 
brutal control of her was something 
that. deep within her angry heart, she 
had always sought and no man 
given her before Larry. That. night 
the tiles with Fred, she had been 
fear of herself and what she might do; 
now she was in fear of Larry, but this 
dread strange sweet excitement 
that said, Fear nothing. obcy! 

Silent urging, clenched teeth, throb 
bing heat, very hot . . . It was over very 
quickly. Hc rolled 
out a word. He got up. dressed. 
went out. She understood that he w 
her to be gone when he returned. 
ie hurried. feeling soiled, and left 
without washing. But now ar last she 
could return to the beach. She would 
swim in the salt and cleanse herself 
She would take the sun again. 

Downstairs in the lobby. she found 
to her surprise that she could look in 
the mirror. No, she was not soiled. No, 
she was not pregnant either; that had 
been morbid fantasy. In the mirror on 
the elevator door stood a lovely young 
woman with a hectic flush on her face 
and her shoulderbobbed blonde hair 
tousled. The way a light cotton. dress 
dings to the hips is significantly differ- 
ent among women, and Sheila could sec 
even in this rumpled state that hers 
dung nicely, sweetly, clingingly. It has 
something to do with the hips. It even 
has something to do with the qu: 


was a 


of the dress. But mostly, Sheila decided, 
it is the walk, the way a girl carries he 
self, her pride in her ability to seize 
and draw a man so that he can never 
never never forget her or make do with 
anyone else, never, no matter where 
he goes after they pay him his share 
of the load of shrimp. 

She listened to the clack of her hecle 
smarting down the pavement toward 
the little red Renault. She swam that 
afternoon; she came home tired and 
content and at peace. At last it wa 
over, and. Fred did not know. 

Such innocence! While they were hay 
ing dinner. the telephone rang and 
Sheila seized. it and heard а tumult ol 
compliments, of wonderful flattery and 
recollections of the afternoon. “I don't 
t апу! Leave me alone!” she shouted. 
and hung up. 

"What is it, Sheila?" 


w 


Fred asked. 


"Oh nothing, nothing. Telephone 
salesman wants to know. . . ." 


"What, Sheila? 

“IF we want to buy something! What 
difference docs jt make?" she almost 
screamed. “I'm sorry, Fred, T have the 
йет» and when you pester me with 
questions — 

A long slow puzzled look was passed 
across the table from Fred to her. She 
felt it like an almost physical transac 
tion, “I wasn't pestering you.” he said 
mildly, and bent to his plate. 

Sheila tried to cat, but the diced ca 
rots kept falling off her fork. She had 
to pierce them like litte hearts, and 
still they fumbled, fell. She looked up 
and caught Fred staring at her, but he 
said nothing and she was afraid to ask 
what he was thinking 

The next day there w tele 
phone calls or letters, but that evening, 
after dinner, the posman came with а 
special delivery letter. She managed to 
intercept it and rell Fred it was the 
drugstore with some pills she had or 
dered. He seemed to accept this 

"But why don't you let me bring them 
home from the laboratories?" he asked. 
“If it's sleeping pills, well. 1 know the 
fellows working on that project — it's 
big business, vou know. They're con 
stantly being improved. New compounds. 
I know one of the boys on — " 

She believed that Larry would never 


e no 


finish with her. Опе letter me the 
next momi And then the next eve 
ning. Aud the next And they kept 


coming in the evening. Sheila tried gi 
ing Fred to go out every night, and 
then while he parked in the carport — 
she now gave up the space to his sedan 
—she would run to the front door and 
intercept the notice at the mailbox, “А 
Special Delivery Letter has been placed 
under your door," and open the door 
and get the lener belore Fred caught 
up with her. 
. You can't change your mind 


like this. We mean too much to 
each other. You must not stop now. 
You must make arrangements, you 
мс must... 


NO] SCOTT ay 
2 TLANDER 


Must. must, must! She wanted to 
scream. He was torturing her, and al 


though she was always on the edge of 
confessing to Fred and pleading for his 
mercy, she never could. She would plan, 
resolve, make a little speech. weep . . - 
But she never delivered the speech. 
Once in the middle of the night she 
woke up with a suspicion. The reason 
she had gone to Larry, the reason she 
could not ever tell Fred, was that she 
wanted to go. Her new dependence on 
Fred was a gift from Larry, and this 
was why she could never confess it to 
Fred and ask his forgiveness. ft was 
Larry who had moved her to Fred with 
love at last. 
Dearest darling, it won't hurt 
if once more, once more in а lije- 
lime of missing cach other, we feel 
again what we mean for cach other, 
what we do for each other. I've 
never known a woman like you. and 
you know you told me (I hear your 
voice again and again through the 
sleepless nights) how no other man 
has been able to stir you as I have. 
What is the right of a husband 
compared with the vights of desire? 
Ob he was clever! He must have spent 
his days with pen and paper, writing 
and rewriting and copying these crazy 
lovenotes. She called him once more 
She tried pleading, sarcasm, threats. 
“Its filthy of you! 1 could tell the 
police — " ЛИ she received in answer 
was his wild gift of laughter. But she 
would not go to him now, no more! 
She knew him. Merciless he was. 
Exactly when Fred began to suspect 
she was mor certain aps it Лар 
pened when she had looked up to find 


EAS 
NorthwesternRathskeller) | kim saring at her after the fist eve 
SN letingi (С ning telephone call. (Now, when the 


9E CUO „др Fon бикле доні she would s 
—— Б ber. This is the Frede resi- 


Ww 7. fy, | dence.") Perhaps he had intercepted onc 
ye MH 2 | of the letters and simply lacked. the 
STEAK ROOM courage to say anything, That would be 
ТИЕ "EYEOF THE ВЕЕР" ant CHARCOAL BRONEO STEAKS = | like Fred, she t Maybe it was 
BELDEN-STRATFORD HOTEL just his dour. depressed. suspicion 
" in operation. An odd change had t 
WW place. He began to make love more fre 
quently. She never thought that Fred 
would react this way to jealousy. He in 
sisted greedily, pursued. rose over her 
with a fevered will, Bur she knew it 
was sick, His lovemaking had a quality 
enraged and furtive. that she had never 
felt in him — not love, but а thin sick 
fury 
“Are you all right? Do you feel wel 
she asked. 
"Yes, yes." he muttered. and turned 
over. He admitted nothing. no mutter 
how she probed. She would almost have 
welcomed an accusation, and then per 
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А Real Man's Jacket... 
Ideal for Fall and Winter 


Of finest combed poplin. san 

forized and zelan treated. f 
with nylon-quilted Scott 

Foam lining. . . remarkably warm, 
yet lighter, softer, less bulky. Spot 
and grease resistant; wash and wear. 
Floating shoulder design assures 
action-ease and extra comfort. Five 
attractive colors: sizes to fit most 
any man, Insist upon this genuine 
Windbreaker... at better men's stores. 
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Fractures the Fillies! 


Bricfer than boxers . . . freer than briefs 


Allen-A walkers 


... they don't ride! žu. 


So smart you could wear them out- 
doors! "They're the first men's knit 
undershorts tailored on the slim, trim 
lines of swim trunks. 


Allen-A walkers are cut freer than 
briefs to give snug support without 
binding or chafing . . . cut briefer than 
boxers to permit free leg movement 
without riding up. 

To top it off, Allen-A walkers boast 
a patented Nobelt waistband of live 
rubber that expands when you do. 
Perfect for gluttons. 


Allen-A walkers are made in white, 
the color of modesty and flattering as 
all get out against a tan. Try a pai 
They look good. They feel good. And 
they don't ride! 


$150 each, box of six $8.75 


*When а man puts his hand in his tro 
sers pocket, he is not necessarily reach- 
ing lor his money clip. Quite 

likely he is surreptitiously pull- 

ing down drawers that hove 

ridden too high [ог comfort. 


If your favorite store can't supply 
you, mail this coupon today. 


The Allen-A Co., Dept. PB, Piqua, Ohio 


Enclosed is [] check, [] money order (No 
€.0.0's) Send me parcel post, prepoid @ $1.50 


Nome 


Steel — 


91 


PLAYBOY 


92 


san 


 frtsst Miker 
Tie Bar „ Matehing Links == 


Eleganily designed lo enhcnce (ESSA 
ony playboy sensemble. A” First” 
—nothing like them on the market! 
In rich.wolnut with contrasting 
gold nameplate. The perlect gilt. 
Choice of these names: Beatnik— 
Lover—V.LP.—Playboy—Scheme 
—Swinger—Be Neat-Big Man— 
Kosher — Square — Worry! — Hero 
#1, also plain or with a Personal 
Initial. Money Back Guaronlee. 
Set of 3, $2.50 ppd.— Tie Bar 1.00. 
Links, $200. (Money Clip S1.00): 
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UNIQUES, Dept. 5, 1244 5, Grand Ave. L. А. 15. Са. 
(Call Ret Add 47.) Dealer and Rop lamaries Welcome 


EVE BALL CLOCK 


This novelty clock shows 
‘the time by its eyes. Reod 
the left eye os the hour 
hond, the right eye os the 
minute hond. Expression 
chonges every minute. 
Fully Guranteed, 


14° ы 
Send check or money order, 
Cotolog on request 
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ELECTRIC 


flashlight battery (not inci.) does the job. 


£l 
Stenos, artists, ‘students, accountants love 

5” metal tool. 4 jers and 2 brushes 95 
С pennies RAM Poa. 


GREENLAND STUDIOS Dept. PL-8. 


5858 FORBES STREET * PITTSBURGH 17, PA. 


PERSONALIZED PLAYBOY MATCHES 


25 match books in block with white PLAYBOY 
robbit, your nome or o friend's (limit: 22 
spaces), handsomely boxed $2. 
‘Send check or money order to: 
PLAYBOY PRODUCTS 
Dept. 128 


232 East Ohio St. Chicago 11, Minois || 


- He turned back 
face in the dark- 


haps she could conf 
and peered into her 
ness. “Yes, I fecl fine. You, darling? 
You? Something on your mind?” 

She said nothing. The unbearable 
suspense somchow was borne. The tele- 
phone calls kept coming. The letters. 
At different times. Sometimes a day 
would pass without a letter or a call, 
and then she had to wonder if Fred 
had received it instead. 

One evening she lay sleepless, panting 
and crushed beneath Fred's now fero- 
cious insistence. He had exhausted him- 
self in a sick transport of sex, rising 
n and again, like a tormented boy, 
and now he lay breathing shallowly by 
her side, Then he got up. He put on 
the lamp. "Ohh!" he said, and touched 
himself with both hands. 
What's the matter, F 
‘Just an ache." He had a wry, wan 
smile on his face, “Very frequent phe- 
nomenon, A pain from excess of . . . too 
much of . . . Happens very often.” 

“Are you getting an aspirin?” 

"No, no, it's the best kind of pain. 
Goes away with rest. Many men would 
be proud . . . No, I feel fine, darli 
I'm just getting up to find you a sleep- 
ing tablet, I notice you have trouble 
sleeping these days, and we've been 
working on this new compound —" 

"1 don't want itl" 

He took two pale green pills, wrapped 
in tissue paper, out of his briefcase. He 
said, “It's not habitforming. It n 
been released to the general public yet. 

"No, no, І don't want any!” 

"Fake them!" he commanded. 

"There's something I've got to tell 
you first, Fred. 1 can explain it if you'll 
only let m 

“Tomorrow, tomorrow. There's all 
the time in the world for explaining. 
Here, open your mouth now.” 

And in some deep dim way she knew 
that Fred had become strong enough 
to take control of her life. She accepted. 
the lets from his fingers. Yes, at last 
she was willing. He had a glass of water 
ready by the bed. Yes, let Fred decide. 
She was tired. Yes, willingly she now 
gave Fred the right. She felt his fingers 
place the capsules on her tongue, ca- 
ress her lips, and then, as if to press 
the wakefulness away, brush across her 
eyes to close them. She knew how lovely 
she would look to him, stretched out at 
peace on their bed. 

"The letters kept coming; the tele- 
phone jangled. The last note sa 
1 haven't heard [rom you in a week 
now, darling. What has happened? 
Why don't you answer the tele- 

phone? Where have you been? 

This letter was sent back to Larry 
Fortiner at the Tides Hotel with a 
routine stamp on the envelope: RETURN 
10 SENDER. ADDRESSEE DECEASED. 


OK, SO I'M A COOKOOB0O 


(continued from page 50) 
one particular romance get too hot, and 
that way she kept the entire wolf-pack 
in tow. 

One morning, I was sitting on the sea 
wall when she came over and asked if 
1 would give her a lift into L.A. She 
pouted when I told her "м Then, 
two days later, we went swimming to- 
gether, There was nothing premeditated 
about it, we just happened to be setting 
out for the ocean at the same time. She 
swam like а champion, 1 had a job to 
keep up. Half a mile out we turned and 
floated on our backs. Suddenly she went 
tense, I grabbed her as she started going 
under. 

"What happened?" 
her. 

She gave a quick, pale smile. "Noth- 
ing, forget it. 

But she started to cry. A minute late 
she said: 

"Do you ever feel like swimming out 
till you're so beat that you drown?” 

“Hell, no.” 

“I felt like that just now." She snuflled. 
"Life can be lousy at times, can't it?" 

It's never that bad 

“Maybe not, for a man, But for a 
woman —" 

We uod 
switched 
m 
and kissed me. 
under this time. 

"Salto kisses,” 
them 

Before 1 could answer she was oll, 
heading shoreward. І followed, and we 
hit the beach on a big sandbuster. We 
retrieved our towels and dried in silence. 
Then she spread out her towel. 

"Let's sit down," she said. 

1 sat. A minute passed. She trickled 
sand through her long fingers, smiling 
а sad faraway smile. 

‘I'm a widow," she began, 
not go into that now. 

Let's not, 1 thought. 

In that sudden way of hers she 
gripped my arm, saying, "I'm in trouble. 
Real trouble. He keeps threatening me, 
followi me. Well, not threat 
really. But — you'll never believe mi 

1 didn't speak. 

"He might be watchi 
from the palisades. Through а telescope 
Thats the kind of thing he'd do. He's 
quite mad, of course.” 

I watched her dead, empty face with- 
out feeling a thing. 

"He's a real gone cuckoo. Remember 
that time I asked you to give me a lift? 
1 had to visit a girlfriend from my home 
state. Before coming here, I'd given her 
partment as a forwarding address. That 
devil got hold of it and followed me out. 
He's trailed me to this beach. Yesterday 


1 asked, holding 


water. Then her mood 
in. Threshing up against 
she slipped her arms round my neck 
We both nearly went 


she laughed. “Like 


“But let's 


1 saw him, he was watching me have 
а сойее in a drugstore. He — 
She put her hands over her face 

I said: “There are such things as the 
cops —"" 

"You think I haven't tried then 
she exploded. "But he doesn’t do an 
thing. Just watch me, follow me. Some- 
times he calls me on the phone, then 
doesn't si word. The first time I ever 
met him, it wits back in Kansas City, 


he — 
"I don’t want to hear about it,” I sa 
“But I'm in а fix, 1 don't know wi 
to do.” 
"Look. sweetie, tell your troubles to 
There's nothing I can do about 


id. 


эту. baby." 

1 stood up. She followed, picking up 
her towel. We headed back toward our 
pads, Near my gate she stopped and gave 
me a look of complete contempt 
You're just another heel,” she spat. 

Belore I could bounce that one back 
where it might hurt she was off and 
running. I watched her rush into the 
Green Chalet and slam. the door. She 
was Паи mad, crazy is а hoot owl. 
And you know something? It didn’t bug 
me at all. 


But next day — 

On the beach. It had crept 
like n overnight, making me rest- 
less and irritable. I saw her leave her 
shack and set up shop with her towel 
and radio, and it lelt me cold (I 
thought). 1 watched the wolf. pack. sur- 
round her, and didn't feel a thing (1 
told myself). The hell with her and her 
corny line. So she'd given some moron 
the old comeon, like she was doing 
right now with those cowboys, like she 
had wied with me the previous after- 
noon. So the poor schmo was hooked. 
So why should L bother. Let her g 
peddle her cookies someplace else, huh? 

Wut the irritability grew. E don't know 
exactly how it happened, but around 
noon the solution was firmly lodged i 
my skull. 1 needed a drink. What was 
wrong with haying a couple of beers? 
Old Prot was right, get down off that 
cloud, son, and start living. You chicken, 
or something? The moment 1 decided 
to do something about it, the tension, 
the irritation, be 

1 headed for the ba 
pier, feeling like a yogi who 
titude. 


into me 


just hit 


"Welcome aboard, neighbor.” 

"Whah. yuh old cottonpicker, this is 
а surprise 

“Hey, whatever this guy's having, it's 
on me." 

"And me —" 

"He don't p 
that, 


for a thing. You got 


They were all there, my buddies. Joe 
and Moose and Mississippi Jim. The first 
few beers went down like spring water in 
a desert. The bar became an oasis, a hap- 
py oasis. Then the Professor came in with 
a gentleman angler from Avalon, who in- 
sisted we all switch to highballs. The 
guy soon got nostalgic about the great 
fishing days off Catalina, when Zane 
Grey and Mack Sennett were still 
around, and we argued back that the 
fishing was just as good today, if you 
knew where to look for it, and we argued 
back and forth, and the drinks came and 
went, and the afternoon slipped by in a 
happy blur. 

The sun was eating into the horizon 
when we left the bar, weaving back to 
our pads through a haze of gaudily 
colored tuna and marlin that made wild 
leaps and crazy headlong rushes through 
the bright green seas of our minds. Some- 
one h: Jack Danicls, and 
there was talk of going back to Joe's 
to kill it. Maybe it even worked out that 
but not for me. Because the next 
thing 1 knew I was stretched out on my 
cot like а snoring corpse, and then my 


mind snapped out like a fused lamp. 

Consciousness crawled back in a 
darkened room. I figured out the time 
from the luminous face of my bedside 
clock. Nine. I got up, rubbing the ache 
in my shoulders. A nerve was doing а 
mambo in my right temple. If Id known 
how, 1 would have gladly died on the 
spot. 

Solution: Joe. Drink in Joes pad. 
Great guy, Joe, great crip. Finest crip a 
guy could ever meet. Not a shred of 
self-pity in him anywhere, gutsy as they 
came. Swell neighbor, fine example to 
entire community. Great community 
down here on beach, swellest spot vou 
ever pitched your tent on. No need to 
move ever. Со sce Joe, see crip buddy 
Get drinkee. Drinkee fix everythin 
clarify picture. 

OK, quick march. Square olf. Go — 

It was thickly dark outside, But the 
night breeze was kind to my throbbing 
temple, the unseen sur crashed har- 
moniously against the shore. It was swell 
to be pushing through the night, walk- 
ing toward a bottle and a pal. À pal and 


“Careful now, this ain't no desert island.” 
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ible in the U. S.—the jaunty rugged- 
looking Afrika style cap with soaring uplift front 
and dashing "forward look” lines, This masculine 
height-building cap is worn throughout Western 
Europe for both work and play. lis long visor and 
high style combine usefulness and looks in a way 
по! yet achieved by our own sport caps. Now being 
worn by style leaders all over America—for beach, 
golf. motoring. boating. etc. Made of durable light 
ill, fully lined for insulation. waterproof 
visor. Colors: Tan, slate blue, green, red. black 
and yellow. Sizes 6% to 7%. $1.95 each, we pay 
postage. Order today tor immediate delivery. 
Dealer inquiries invited. Paul Murtausch Vxso- 
Street, 


New quick-wrap robe! 
SUPER LUXURY TERRY CLOTH 
soaks up wa'er, 
is smart, comfortable! 


Wrap up quickly after 
tub, shower or vwin, б 
Wick, thirsty snowy Can- 
pon terry! Beautitolly 
Taidered with extra de- 
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wraparound bell. Big 
Pocket, 2 side vems. 
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ectly, No bation. Dries 


Seul gi, 
Problem! 


only 34% 


DIRECT шу 


RA pay’ | MANUFACTURER 


E New York's only 


New Orleans cuisine 
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TONE — STATE 


a bottle, my old self again. No longer 
scared of taking a drink, of getting 
nvolved with a strange woman. Woman. 
1 saw her light burning a few yards 
away. Woman. I'd tell her, I'd lay it on 
the line. This а quiet beach, I'd tell 
her, we don't want no bitchin’ redheads 
lousing up the joint. No, sir. Tell her 
to head up the coast and not leave a 
forwarding address. Let her go up to 
Frisco, that was a good place for 
phonies. Or Carmel, thats where the 
real nuts flourished. Tell her to go up 
there with the fakes, and dazzle them 
with that square bit about bei 
from state to state by an аре 
leave us simple, uncomplicated Southern 
Californians to our fishing and our 
liquor and our 1 

1 tried her door. It was unlocked, so 
1 walked into her living room. Her face 
swam in a circle of lamplight 

"OK. relax,” I told her. “It’s only 
come to give vou best picce of advice 
you've ever had.” 


She stood up, saving, "Are vou all 
right? Here, sit down. Can | get vou 
nvthing?" 

“Whiskey. Neat. Take your hands ой. 


Won't siddown. Prefer to stand 
L sat down. 
"Let me fix you а coffee. 
“Hell with coffee, Whiskey 
She was heading toward her kitchen 
when there was a sudden ringi 
stared at the phone. 1 reached ош a 


“Don't,” she said quietly. “Don't an- 
gwer it. It’s — 


I stared at her, blinkt 


"Please don't. He's been trying to gi 
through all day. ШТ answer he doe 


say a word, just breathes —" 

"rhe phone continued to ring. 

"And you stand for i2” I said thickly. 
"Boy, am I going to give that mut 
mouthful,” 

"No, please.” She 
r spilling wildly around her shoulders. 
“You've been drinking. You're not your- 
self. Let me handle this.” 

But 1 had lifted the receiver. 


rushed over, her 


"Who dat?" I asked, shaking her h 
off my arm. "Speak up, punk. 1 can't 
hear vou. 

"For God's sweet sake," the redh 
implored, "hang up." 

But nothing could stop me now. 
‘Listen, punk. You're nor talking to a 


woman now, punk. What kind of a man 
are you, anyway? Trying to scare 
woman like that. I'll tell you something, 
punk. Listen, 1 got news for vou." I 
timed the words carefully. "You revolt 
her. You make her sick to the stor 
She says you've got a face like an 
Got that, punky? You turn her gut over 
every time she thinks about you. So 
hang up. Blow." 

The voice, when it came, v 
from anything ГА expected 

"Finished talking, pally?” it 


as different 


asked, 


noncommittally. “OK, then get this. I'm 
coming over to collect her in five min- 
utes. Tell her to start packing. We're 
leaving on the next bus out of this 
dump. 

‘The line went dead. 1 hı 
"What did he вау?” 
a low voice. 

“That he's coming here to collect you. 
And when he does, I'm going to push 
his teeth down his neck." 

She started. pacing the room. barely 
looking at mc. "You must go. You must 
leave at once, you hear? Listen, I don't 
^t you to be around when he arrives, is 
that clear?” I refused to budge, and she 
went on: “You fool, you stupid fool 
He's a maniac, he's capable. of doing 
anythi 

You think I'd leave you alone with 
a guy like that on the rampage? Don't 
you worry, doll, ГИ fix him." 

"Oh, you fool," she said 
stupid fool.” 


ng up. 
the redhead asked 


in. "You 


‘The door opened. slowly. He stood 
there, а great animal of a man, squint 
ing into the lamplight, He was rocking 
from side to side, a strange grin on his 
ugly puss, rocking to the music that 
seemed to be playing inside his head. 

"OK, honey, you're coming home, 
he said, ignoring me. “There's а bus out 


in fifty minutes, You and me are 
to be on it” 
"You keep ама 


from her" 1 said, 
ched. "Persecuting the 
kid like that, calling her on the phone 
and then not talking, chasing her Irom 
e to state when she hates your guts. 
What right have you to follow her 
around like that?" 

Shut up, junior. 

"E won't shut up. For days you's 
been pestering her, following her into 
drugstores, monkeying around on the 
phone — 

The guy kicked the door shut and 
lumbered into the center of the room. 
"Ehe redhead watched him uneasily. Sud 
denly he began to laugh, his great body 
shaking as the laughter reared out of 
him. 

“Jesus, this is funny. 
me, the tears strea 
“Is that what she told vou. 
what she told you? Oh, my 
funny.” 

His laughter really made me mad. 1 
stepped forward, tightening my fists. 
This made him laugh all the more. 

“Oh, no, and now sonny-boy wants to 
fight me for persecuting this poor, de- 
fenseless woman. Chee, that’s rich. OK, 
man, if it's a fight you're after, never let 


He looked at 
m his eves, 
15 that really 

God, that's 


it be said that Jack RaWer didn’t 
oblige. Take this for a commencement, 
son," 


He struck out at my heart and a flash 
of pain seared through my body. 1 v 
real mad now, and 1 let him have 
swinging in with both arms. 


This made 


him laugh all the more, and, countering 
my blows, he started slapping me around 
the head, still laughing like crazy. 

“Ho, ho, ho,” he bellowed. "Take 
that, and that, and that" We danced 
around like а corny ballet, with him tak- 
ing casual swipes at me and laughing 
his big, stupid head ой. “Haw, haw 
take that, and that — 

A crunching blow on the jaw sent me 
toppling backward. 

"Had enough, palè” the big ape asked, 
grinning. "OK. Now may 1 take my 
everlovin’ wife home to her three kids?” 

Wife?" 1 asked through thickening 
lips. "Kids?" 

"Sure. 1 don't know what she told you, 
pal. But then I just blew into town. $ 
1 called her from the bus terminal, 
natch. And vou gave me all that bull 
about me Uying to scare her.” He 
started) laughing again. "Scare her? 
Most of the time she scares the livin: 
му out of me. The stories she 
tion 


dayli 
dreams up. Chee, what im: 
This kid.” he said proudly, "is a walk 
ing soap opcra." He put his arms around 
her and drew her fondly to his body 
“But Em crazy about her, Besides which, 
somebody's got to wash the diapers and 
cook my meals." He tweaked his wife's 
nose affectionately. “OK, doll, pack 
your duds. We're going home.” 

I looked at the redhead. She averted 
her face, and hurried into the bedroom. 
I got to my feet, swaying, my head ring 
ing like a telephone switchboard on 
Christmas Eve. The big guy watched me 
humorously as 1 headed for the door 

So 1 pal" he called after me 
Don't let anyone sell you a flannel 
nickel, Hey, and another thing: go casy 
on the bottle. И you can’t handle it, 
leave it alone,” 

You could almost touch the dark out- 
side, a land darkness that had nothing 
to do with the universe of light u 
hung over the great surging mass of the 
sey. In the house, the guy was laughin 
again, At times you could hear the slap 
of his big ham hand across the redhead's 
butt as he hustled her along with the 
packing. You could hear his slaps and 
delighted roars all the way across that 
wide beach, He sure seemed glad to be 
hack with his old lady. 

I sat down shakily, and the sand felt 
cold against my palms. A big red disk of a 
moon rode low over the ocean. The surf 
thundered its timeless laughter. And, 
ilter a while, E found myself staring up 
at that great cosmic orange and laughing 
100. OK, so Fm а cookooboo, but І 
couldn't help laughing, even though 1 
had to hold my ribs where it hurt. Then 
the lights went out in the Green Chalet 
and I was quite alone. Alone, laughing 
like a goosed hyena. And the ocean 
laughed with me. 
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AGED LEADER 


(continued from page 60) 
we are drying up our traditional source 
of national leaders and statesmen. . . 
The average аре of lawmakers, at least 
at the state level, ought to be $7 or 38. 

Dr. Eberhard Kronhausen, а Califor. 
nia psychiatrist, supplies а psychologi 
explanation of our changed attitude to 
ward leadership: 

"In times of peace and fat and plenty, 
which is by and large the current state 
of affairs in the U.S., the older states 
man is seen by the male voter 
a a benign father figure who will not 
compete with him for wealth or power 
but who will leave him in peace to € 
joy the fruits of his labors. For th 
women voters, the elderly politico is 
scen as ап idealized daddy who loves 
nd protects. Really it's not father fig 
ures we like to select in times of pros 
perity, but grandfather figures who will 
let us bask with ma in the su 
of the beautiful status quo. Grandfather 
is not close enough in age to pose апу 
psychological threats and he has a direct 
line to divine wisdom and guidance. Or 
so, at least, runs the subconscious mag- 
ical scam of thought of which Mr. and 
Mrs. Average Voter are not even aware.” 

Dr. Kronhausen’s contention holds up 
even when his theory is applied to the 
converse situation. In times of crisis, de 
pression and war — which. means. times 
nxietv, insecurity and dis- 
appointment — we have tended to select 
younger representing decisive: 
ness and action. In elections following 
the crash of 1929, Washington swarmed 
with younger men, and immediately 
after the Pearl Harbor fiasco hundreds 
of older military men were weeded out 
of top-level jobs. Eisenhower himself was 
brought up over the heads of several 
dozen sen wl the European 


era 


of national 


leaders 


nge in attitude toward 
Iso dearly discernible. in 
statements that have been made by men 
of government and industry alike. For- 
mer President Herbert Hoover, aged 
urges men on the verge of retirement 
to get into public service. Similarly, Gen 
eral Motors’ Honorary Board Chairman 
Alfred P. Sloan, Jr, 84. recently rec 
ommended a career in public service for 
who arc forced to retire under man 
tory company rules. Ironically, in the 
same statement Mr. Sloan said he be- 
lieved indusuy's compulsory retirement 
age of 65 is “probably sound, because, 
while some men can stay in administra 
tive posts beyond that age, most may 
not be aggressive and vigorous enough 
to do so." Mr. Sloan's attitude is the 
prevailing one among businessmen, if 
not among citizens of the nation as a 
whole. 

We are left, then. with the irony of 
top-flight executives who will not keep 


ging 


leaders is 


men on the payroll over the age of 6: 
because their minds are not flexible 
enough, who look forward to retiring at 
that age themselves, yet who will will- 
ingly vote into office a man of those 
years and expect him to carry out one 
of the most critical jobs in the country 
‘That the President's job, for example. 
is a killer and requires a person of su- 
perior stamina is a wellknown fact 
Seven of our Presidents have dicd in 
office and the Metropolitan Life Insur 
ance Company points out that Presi- 
urated in the present century 
have lived an average of cight years less 
than their life expectancy indicated. at 
the time of inauguratior 
This increasing view of public office 
as a position of reward for citizens in 
semi-retirement is as true of appointive 
positions as of elective office, In Civil 
Service there is a growing tendency to 
appoint as department chiefs only men 
who are on the verge of retirement 
are merely hangers-on with 
lile or no Excelsior! motive left, men 
whose chief concern is safeguarding 
seniority and securing maximum retire- 
ofits 
mic that Princ 


on will appoint 
a president at 39, M.ET. will pick опе 
at 44, and General Electric will vote in 
a board chairman at 40, while the De 


rold Air Force май general 
uris Nonstad te 
overseas before it will consider him for 
a top Pentagon job, 

What are we to our dis 
proportionately aged leadership? 

The Roman Republican regime 
(whose culture, Laws and government 
serve in many ways as models for our 
own) solved the problem by forbidding 
sexagenarians to vote, to run for office, 
or even to approach legislative build. 
ings. Early im our own century, wh 
the trend to older leaders was first dis- 
cerned, Dr. William Osler, one of his- 
tory’s eminent. medical. pioncers, jolted 
the country when he suggested а sav- 
gely satirical solution: that all men 
over 60 be chloroformed to death. Our 
problem may be pressing, but obviously 
neither of these solutions is worthy of 
serious. consideration 

It has been. carnestly suggested, how- 
ever, that mandatory age retirement 
rules — which alrcady apply to well ove 
99 percent of government workers — he 
extended to elective officials, the Cabinet 
and the Judiciary, the only offi 
Gals now exempted. Proponents argue 
that such rules guarding against anti 
quated attitudes and senility would cer 
tainly be consistent with Constitutional 
provisions which now guard against im 
maturity in potential office holders. Mr 
Eisenhower himself, 
conference, said that he believed no man 
over 70 should be permitted to hold the 
job of President. 


bout 


in a recent press 


To find out how a member of Con- 
might react to the suggestion of 
voting mandatory retirement rules for 
himself, I went to sec Congressman 
Emanuel Celler of New York. At 71, he 
is chairman of the powerful House Ju- 
diciary Committee. The interview went 
like th 

"Mr. Geller, as you may know, scien- 
tife studies have shown that a man's 
mental and physical abilities at, say, age 
63 are considerably diminished from 
what they were when he was 25. Do you 
feel there ought to be mandatory re- 
tirement rules Гог Congressmen in order 
to assure the nation of the keenest pos- 
sible group of legislators?” 
ve to be a great 
athlete to be a great legislator.” 

"But these figures refer to keenness 
of the mind as well as to fitness of the 
body," I said, 

"Well, if you ask me, the bulk of 
under 25 don’t even have their w 
teeth yet, Remember, cream rises to the 
top of the bottle, but it takes time to 
riw. Leadership comes with age, not 
with youth 

“Do you believe, then, Mr. Geller, 
that a House of Representatives which 
weed 80 years in age would be a 
and efficient body th. 


Son, you don't 


ау 
more dynamic 
onc of 35?" 

"Certainly I do. No question of it. 

Mr. Celler, rising from his chair and 
looking out the window, continued: "It's 
absolutely tragic the way we cast aside 
men of age like broken tools. How docs 
that Longfellow роет Morituri Saluta 
»" The Congressman quoted the 


lines 


Chaucer, at Woodstock with the 
nightingales 

l sixty 
Tales; 

Goethe ul Weimar, toiling to the 
lost. 

Completed. Faust when eighty years 


were past. 


wrote the Canterbury 


“That poem has a great message for 
vou, you man. Be sure to look up the 
rest of it when you get а chance. It's 
important for your article.’ 

Well, th you very much, Mr. 
Celler,” I said as J got up to leave. "I 
appreciate your forthright answers to 
my questions. E know I threw you some 
curves there,’ 

You said it, they were curves," he 
replied. "But 1 hit them all right 
There was a gleam in his eye. "E hit 
them right out of the ball park!" 

That night 1 looked up the rest of 
the poem Mr. Celler had quoted, The 
following stanza came right after the 
lines he had judiciously selected: 


Whatever poet, orator, or sage 
May say of it. old age is still old age. 
It is the waning, not the crescent 


moon; 


The dusk of evening, not the blaze 


of noon; 

It is not strength, but weakness; not 
desire, 

But its surcease; not the fierce heat 
of fire, 

The burning and consuming cle. 
ment, 

But that_of ashes and of embers 
spent, 


In which some living sparks we still 
discern, 

Enough to warm, but not enough to 
burn, 


From my 
and fre 


interview with Mr. Celler 
» subsequent interviews. with 


other public figures, including Bernard 
i and 


Baruch, Senator Francis Green 
James Farley, it became quite cl 
me that no matter how strong the a 
ment in favor of mandatory age retire 
ment rules far elective officials, Congress 
men would never impose them upon 
themselves, even though they have a 
ready imposed them on almost all other 
government workers 

Several years ago it was thought that 
older members of Congress might be in- 
duced to retire if they could look for- 
ward to a secure pension. Congress voted 
itself а generous pension plam, pro 
ing payments up to $18,000 a year. But 
it had no effect whatever in lowering 
age averages. It became quite clear that 
Congressmen do not hang onto their 
jobs because they cannot afford to stop 
working. They work because they enjov 
the prestige of the job. After years as 
public spokesmen, they have a basic and 
continuing need for a forum from which 
to deliver their opinions 

England, recognizing the possible 
value of these opinions, employs thc 
House of Lords as а formal body to 
which elder staresmen are appointed 
and from which they may sound off and 
continue to participate in the pageantry 
of government but not exercise any real 
voting power. The Senate in France 
serves the same function, and Israel, onc 
of the world’s young democracies, is at 
tempting to set up a similar chamber 

It has been suggested that the United 
States Senate — which is no longer 
truly representative body because of the 
disproportionate populations of our 
various states — be converted into а sim 
ilar prestigeful but emasculated cham 
ber to which elder statesmen could be 
kicked upstairs.” Harry Truman hi 
self has suggested that former Presidents 
be appointed to the Senate as non-vot 
ing members so that they might express 
their opinions for the record. However, 
converting the Senate into а formal 
"Old Legislators Home” could not be 
achieved in the foreseeable future and is 
not, therefore, a practical solution. 

The prospect of another long Demo- 
cratic tenure with further entrenchment 
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of aged Congressional committee chair- 
men suggests tha 


the first step ought to 
be the revamping of the system by which 
chairmen are selected. Traditional] 
chairmanships have been doled out 
strictly on the basis of seniority. The 
follies and inequities of this system have 
occasionally been bared to public view, 
as when Clare Hoffman, 77, Chairman 
of the House Government Operations 
Committee, dictatorially attempted to 
cut off his committee's staff and funds 
because colleagues had gently suggested 
he was “not well,” or when Carter Glass, 
87, refused to resign chairmanship of 
the crucial Senate Appropriations Com- 
mittee though he had not been present 
to answer а roll call in over two and a 
half years. 

Philip D. Reed, who retired as Gen- 
eral Electric's Board Chairman last year 
at 59, believes that our present Congres- 
sional committee system “is nothing to 
be especially proud of.” In a recent inter- 
view he said: 

"Now mind you, I don't claim to be 
4 parliamentary expert and I'm not talk- 
ing as an executive of General Electric, 
but in my opmion age alone is not adc- 
quate qualification for chairmanship of 

ongressional committee or for апу 
other job, for that matter. "The major- 
ity party should certainly make the 
choice of chairman, but he should be 
selected. by virtue of intellect, vigor or 
special knowledge of the committee's 
field. Why should the best qualified man 
be barred because of his compa 
youth? Now mind you, 1 am not n 
criticism of any specific party or person. 
My only quarrel is with the method of 
selection." 

Opponents of change in the present 
committee system like to point to the 
vigorous job which is being done over- 
seas by such aged men as De Gaulle, 68, 
and Adenau B2. While De Gaulle 
may be an exception to the rule, Ade 
nauer, according to quiet reports in the 
American press, is so senile that he ca 
not retain his train of thonght from one 
end of a sentence to the other. More- 
over, there is no need to look as far 
off as Germany and France for proof of 
the generally diminished ability of aged 
men as leaders, In the last session of 
the е, the five Senators with best 
attendance records averaged 12 years 
younger than the five with the worst 
records and the five younger men were 
on hand to vote for over three times as 
many bill Moreover, the number. of 
days Mr. Eisenhower spends behind his 
White House desk cannot be said to be 
setting a record for Presidential toil. 

Certainly it is true that youth alone 
is no guarantee that a leader will be a 
great benefactor of the people, just as 
is not. There can, however, be little 
dispute about the characteristics of aged 
and youthful leaders ın general, though 


plenty of exceptions can be found. 

OF course, all men of 70 are not in- 
ferior to all men of 40. But most men of 
70 аге not as capable of leadership as 
most теп of 40. Industry, education, 


ge re 
n our 
ame logic should apply to 
But it is not necessary 
that the men in power impose retire- 
ment rules upon themsclves. The voters 

in do the next best thing: exercise the 
ballot with an increased awareness of the 
age factor. This is not to say that a 
candidate should be favored strictly on 
the basis of youth. But where a cndi- 
date’s old age raises serious question of 
his ability to continue to function in 
pt himself to the inno- 
vations of this rapidly changing world, 
there should be no hesitation to recog 
nize this as an issue and to vote inst 
him. During the last election, Harrison 
A. Williams, Jr, їп running for the U.S. 
Senate in New Jersey, made an issue of 

opponents old аде. Caustic news 
paper comment resulted and damaged 
his campaign. Fortunately, a majority of 
the voters saw the logic of his argument 
at 39, he is the youngest U. 


victory of New York's Governor 
Nelson Rockefeller, 51, over Averell 
Harriman, 67, was credited by many, in- 
cluding The New York Times, to Rock 
feller’s comparative youth. A Roke 
feller speech writer confided to me that 
“During the campaign we took every 
opportunity to exploit Rocky's youth 
and 1 would credit it as the principal 
reason for his victory in the face of a 
Democratic sweep nationally." 

In summation, then, it is clear from 
available data that the men controlling 
our destiny are not only old, but prob- 
ably too old. T , considered as a 
group and without singling out any in- 
dividuals, they would probably function 
with greater efficiency and would more 
accurately represent the viewpoint of 
the young voters of the nation if they 
averaged, say, 10 or 15 years younger. 
The only thing that can be done at the 
present time to correct the present age 
imbalance abolish the present 
Congressional committee chairmen se- 
lection system and (b) urge а more cau- 
tious usc of the ballot. Thus, at least to 
some degree, would our government rid 
itself of the hypocrisy implied in these 
lines of James Ball. Naylor: 


King David and King Solomon 
Led mery, merry lives, 

With many, many lady friends 
And many, many wives; 

But when old age crept over them — 
With many, many qualms, 

King Solomon wrote the Proverbs 
And King David wrote the Psalms. 


FINGERS 


(continued from page 48) 
ever were any such things as fingers. In 
such a world, suppose you went to your 
doctor and he felt your pulse with his 
toes; you would consider it to be quite 
the normal thing, even if you had to get 
down on the floor to make it more con- 
venient for him (it is altogether possible 
that in a fingerless world the pulse-beat 
would be in the nose, though some medi- 
cal men say it would be in the ankles) 
In other words, you would be accustomed 
to an existence without fingers, just as a 
dog is, and it wouldn't bother you, You 
might observe a group of Italian men 
playing morra, shooting out their toes 
and crying “Nove!” and "Uno" and 
“Quattro!” You wouldn't even smile. 
Your garage mechanic would use his foot 
to flip open the hood of your car, then 
thrust it inside and begin tinkering with 
your carburetor, and you wouldn't give 
him a second glance. 

As Pye already suggested, Nature has 
a habit of Compensating for our physical 
deficiencies, И we 1 no бп, 
bodies would be organized qu 
ently from the way they are now. I th 
it probable that we would have an 
opposable big toe so that we could “han- 
dle" tools with our feet. We'd be able 
to stand on one leg for long periods, 
like the yellow crowned night heron and 
the marbled godwit, and thus be able 
to play baseball. But the changes in body 
function would be far more extensive 


than that. We would develop universal 
joints in our knees and hips in order 
that we might, with case, bring our toes 


into position for such duties as shaving, 
ng 
ourselves, applying lipstick and hailing 
cals. The custom of tipping the hat 
would be abandoned: too many men 
would fall down while doin 

I've already mentioned the likelihood 
of our shoes being bigger. On further 
consideration. L think it probable that 
our shoes would be more like gloves in 
order that our toes would have greater 
freedom. With our feet encased in ordi- 
тагу shoes, we would be unable to cross 
our toes when passing a graveyard, to 
smap our tocs at a dilatory waiter, to 
crack our knuckles as а means of finding 
out who dearly loves us, or to put the 
whammy on an enemy. 

The absence of fingers would be a 
hoon to our teeth. They would grow 
so that we could 
use them for unscrewing caps off pickle 
jars, changing fuse plugs, picking goose- 
berries (strawberries would be picked 
with the toes), and squeezing toothpaste 
tubes... hold it! A major problem now 
arises—the business of brushing the 
tect. I somehow don't. warm up to the 
idea of brushing my teeth with my toes. 
Tt wouldn't to be done that way. 
We could have fixed, stationary brushes, 


extracting cinders from the eye, feed 


fasten our mouths over them, and agi- 
tate our heads. I tell you, the human 
brain can solve any problem! 

The nose, too, would likely be dif- 
ferent—longer and more rigid at the 
tip—so that it could be employed in 
dialing telephone numbers, operating 
pop-up toasters, manipulating the ther- 
mostat and turning the pages of a book 
(the tongue would probably be used to 
turn the pages of a newspaper). 

Since we are assuming a world with- 
out fingers, what would we have on the 
ends of our arms in their place? The 
best scientific opinion available at this 
moment seems to be that we would have 
knobs instead of hands. This sounds 
unpleasant, I know, but knobs have 
their points. I mean their uses. You 
wouldn't be able to button your shirt 
with knobs, but you could mash potatoes. 
You could do work ordinarily performed. 
with a ballpeen hammer, and think 
what a cinch it would be to pound flour 
into a swiss steak. 

II we had knobs instead of fingers the 
would be vitally affected. 
rt see how anyone would be able 
to play a violin or a harp or a Hawaiian 
ar or a six-hole lute. Of necessity 
our symphony orchestras would go in 
heavily for xylophones, marimbas, kettle 


drums, possibly harmonicas, and people 
would stili bc able to blow into a jug. 
Yes, D think we'd get along fine with 
knobs, even though something delicately 
beautiful would go out of romance, or 
at least out of romantic writing. Somc- 
how it doesn't sound. soulinspiring to 
say, "He ran knobs through her 
glorious hair. 

In the Fiji Islands there are certain 
savages who cut off their fingers as 
sign of mourning after the death of their 
chief. It is a noble gesture but, like many 
noble gestures, it is a foolish one. We 
should not only hang onto our fingers: 
we should cherish them and protect them. 
against sprains, dislocations, fractures, 
felons, warts, and all the other ills to 
which fingerflesh is heir. We should 
honor them by taking notice of them 
historically; so far as 1 know, this is the 
first history of fingers ever undertaken; 
Toynbee ignores thent altogether. We 
really need our fingers. Without fingers 
to snap, today’s singers of popular songs 
would awed and mute. Then, 
с simply got to have something 
10 rub over the lettering of other people's 
опегу so we can tell if it’s engraved 
or merely printed 
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“Hey, man, you got seventy-five 
cents for a cup of espresso?" 
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bles at $11.45, and there will be special 
dormitory accommodations available dur- 
ing the Festival for four at $12 per night. 

Should you prefer a somewhat quieter, 
more elegant retreat. then you'll choose 
acc just outside the Loop. or on the 
Near North Side. Our first choice would 
be the 2 lors, West and East, the 
latter being the home of the world: 
mous Pump Room, and both are handy 
to the Near North's main stem, Rush 
reet, where most of the late-night fun 
is to be had. The Ambassador is a hotel 
the grand manner, bly the stop- 
ping spot for visiting royalty and other 
dignitaries from around the world. You 
can rough it there in a $15 single room, 
or feel that you're spending your time 
at Buckingh 
two-bedroom apartment complete with 
bar and outdoor patio. 

If the Ambassador isn't your cup of 
tea, then we recommend Executive 
House, à newish and nifty modern stru 
ture on Wacker Drive that’s furnished in 
bestof-taste Swedish woods and over- 
looks the Chicago River, the city’s main 
commer ay and one that runs 
backwards (the natural current was re- 
versed at the turn of the century, so that 
the river now flows out of Lake Mich 
gan instead of emptying into it) right 
through the center of town. There is an 
excellent restaurant and cocktail lounge 
open on the first floor, and. as of p 
time, plans call for a sumptuous eatery 

п the penthouse. Your diggings 
ecutive House will run you 
The Drake, our 
third reco m, is in the tradi- 
tion of the А lor — quiet, elegant, 
loaded with expensive shops, fun bars 
and excellent. restaurants (more about 
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from 512 to $85 a day 


n 
«bassa 


them later) and with a commanding 
view of the Outer Drive und the lake 
"The tariff runs from $9 to S5 а day 


As in other major cities across the U.S., 
the motelin-town has made inroads in 
chicago, too, and И you like sun patios, 
swimming pools, plenty of privacy and 
chance to keep your car handy, we 
recommend the Sands Motel out north, 
the Lake Tower Motel midtown, or the 
50th-on-the-Lake Motel on the south side 

Now for companionship. ‘The secret 
of finding a pleasant, alfable partner for 
the evening is a simple one, and one 
that doesn't apply to Chicago alon 
start looking early in the day. Chicago's 
arter shops, broad streets and pleasant 
beaches offer innumerable opportunities 
for the poor confused visitor to ask di- 
rections, and then tke it from there. 
We have audited some great boy- 
meets-girl success stories in the Art Insti- 
tute, the Chicago Publ rary, the 
Museum of Science and Industry, the 
Shedd Aquarium and the romantically 
dark Adler Planetarium — Chicago is 


happily loaded with such shrines to the 
arts and sciences, and you can find them 
in your guidebook. 

Should an early start prove impossible 
for onc reason or another, there are 
nd bistros around town 
get a pretty good play from unat- 
tached young ladies during the cocktail 
hour. Generally, though, these more di- 
art of the girls are 


в of two and it 
isn't alway mple matter to cut one 
out from the herd. So take а buddy 
along while casing these establishments. 


If it's a weeknight, and your taste runs 
to girls employed in the communications 
dodge, you can find sweet swarms of 
them in such watering holes as the Re- 
cess, the London House bar and the Top 
of the Rock; the last offers a stunning 
view of the city, being 41 stories above 
street level. Fashion models, airline 
stewardesses, secretaries and just girls 
favor the Scotch Mist, Easy Street, Le 
Bistro 1 Pigalle with their unescorted. 
presence at the end of the day, drawn by 
the intimate and informal surroundings 
of these chic Near North clubs that not 
long ago were coach houses and garages: 
all serve sophisticated piano with their 
cocktails. Dante's Inferno offers devilish 
decor and drink Hed the Diablo; 
Larry's, Gus’ and the Dunes offer almost 
no decor at all, but are popular with 
the wenches just the samy ro's, on 
the beatnik side, has bizarre paintings 
walls and ceilings, and a jukebox fea 
turing cool jazz. The Fast Inn is à popu- 
lar hangout with the college crowd and 
nurses who work at hospitals in the area: 
it's an unusual evening that doesn't find 
a dozen or so free damsels on the prem- 
ises, and the Friday night dances in the 
rathskeller (to an r^n^r. jukebox) bring 
them out by the score. 

If airline stews are your specialty, 
you'll find that а lot of them live in, and 
frequent the bar of, the Flamingo Hotel 
on the south side. That hotel and oth- 
ers out that way 
to keep а 
table i 
enterprising youn 
and discover what stew from what city is 
in what room. How this information can 
be put to good use on the house ph 
we leave to your imagination. 

Once you've gathered up a date, you 
can cither stay put for further cocktails 
t the places we've already mentioned 
or move on to some other w 
watering spots. “The hotel rates 
your attention here: the quiet and re- 
laxed atmosphere of the English Room 
in the Pearson Hotel, the air of un- 
bridled excitement that surrounds the 
doings at the bar of the Pump Room in 
the Ambassador, the Coq d'Or in the 
Drake: or there's the Glass Hat of the 
Pick Congress or the m eent view 


from the Tip Top Тар in the Allerton. 
Соски t the sidewalk café at Ric 
cardo's can be a special sort of treat in 
Chicago, which boasts few outdoor facili- 
ties for the inner man 

Most of the bistros in town offer pa- 
trons a dice game called “26" which is 
most unknown outside the Chicago are 
You get 10 dice and a cup and the idea 
is to make your point (any number from 
one to six) 26 or more times in 13 rolls. 
"rhe house pays off in drink checks only, 
which keeps everything legal in the eyes 
26 to 32 points pays 4 
nd over pays 8 to 1; 13 points 
pays 2 to 1, 11 or less pays 4 to 1. If you 
get confused, the pretty creature behind 
the dice table will be glad to spell it out; 
1 cidentally, it's usually easier to make 26 
than the 26 girl, who is so used to being 
pitched (nearly every guy who plays the 
me tries), she learned. to say no long 
igo. Of course, there's always the excep- 
nd it might be you (she's got to go 


л. 


been 


suaged, 
n to the 
ing, you will be happy to 
know that there is no shortage of excel- 
lent restaur n Chicago. But, by the 
same token, there is also no shortage of 
second-rate establishments that masquer- 
de behind a t menu or splashy 
decor. Space limitations forbid our warn. 
ing you away from these latter joints, but 
those that follow we can recommend. 
Chicago's grand luxe establishments 
include the Red Carpet, and they weren't 
whistling Dixie when they chose the 
name — it's red-carpet service all the way 
by the most solicitous set of waiters in 
town. Small (seats only 42), the R.C. is 


in an 
nt, featuring 
mostly French (the chiteaubriand with 
béarnaise is superb) and West Ind 
(ditto the Haitian Jobster sauté) cuisine. 
The dining room is open ull midnight, 
the bar till two; maitre de's name is Jim. 
Another lavish and lovely di cility 
is the Imperial House, featuring exqui- 
site Continenti] fare such as whole 
pheasant en cocotte au beurre noisette 
pped with beignets de fraises. with 
псе sabayon. Excellent wine cellar: 
open for lunch, dinner, till 2 Am 
Expensive but not unreasonable is the 
Cafe de Paris ($35 should do nicely for 
two, wine included), featuring good se 
ice and outstanding food; specialties 
tournedos Rossini and duckling 
Belasco, a famed treat 
more than 15 years. Maitre de is Johnn 
open every day from 5 ull midnight. 
One of the newest, and best, of the top- 
level establishments is Maison Lahte. 
featuring an outsize menu Ie 
Hie delights. an excellent wine list, 
and a pianist who unobtrusively plinks 
away outside the dining room. Special- 


la 
at tbe Cafe for 


Ges include a sumptuous chicken. Kiev, 
whose only sauce is butter sealed i 
the breast. and. tenderloin tips sautéed 
in wine. There's a bar adjoining. Maitre 
de is ferry: open 5 р.м. t 

Other 
want to visit include the Cafe Bonaparte 
in the Sheraton Blackstone, [cat 
French cuisine in the tradition of 
Napoleon's chef, Carême. There's danc- 
ing. too, after 9:30. Sasha's, а newish 
urant, i» a fun spot serving up €x- 
otic dishes to the tune of strolling musi 
cians, Theres a "gourmets choice” th 
‚ according to what Alex 
“Saha” Vereschayin has a taste 
for. It could be chicken veronica, chicken 
Kiev, bouillabaisse, or what have you, 
but all of it is a delight 10 the palate. 
Sasha's is t lake your reser 
vation carly. Open from 5 PM. to 2 AM. 
staily. The Camellia House, in the Drake, 
is а spacious, well-appointed room that 
serves delicious. food, notably the Mon 
hı gourmet menus (prix fixe of 
There's different: feast each 
and the various dishes harmonize 
beautifully, with wine included. Other 
tights, the standard menu features such 
pleasures as pheasant Lucullus and roast 
squab Moscovite. Frank i» the maitre 
de; open ШЇ 2 AM. Friday and Saturday, 
I лм. the rest of the week; dancing and 
cabaret attractions, 

Famed ia legend and song is the Pump 
Rox the Ambassador East, celebrity 
showcase extraordinaire imd purveyor 
of exciting food ay well. The Pump re 
mains the place in Chicago, and any 
young lady will love to be эссп there. 
Open from noon to 2 лм. If you don't 
саге for the pomp at the Pump, you'll 
enjoy the more sedate atmosphere of the 
Battery (with dancing) and the Beau 
Nash Club (blessed. quiet), both in the 
Ambassador West; the menus in both 
are similar to the Pump Room 

If Far Eastern atmosphere — some of it 
cory but all of it fun — is your dish, 
with good food as well, wi 
like the Ca 
backdrop of Shangri-La, 
as decor of Don the Beach 
oly nedan hoopla of the 
the supervision of 
1 rancisco, and the 
Polynesian Room of the Edgewater 
Heads Hotel, iL you happen to be on the 
far north side, Dancing is available 
the latter establishment, and all of the 
phios specialize in outlandishly titled 
rum drinks (the vicious virgin, mision- 
ary's downfall, etc.) calculated to make 
the рін му 

Chicago abounds im other notable 
ethnic eateries, including the best 
German food at the Red Star Inn, served 
up in unpretentious ОМ World sur 

cundings at reasonable prices. There 
are 66 entrecs on the menu, most noti- 
ble of which are the Zwicbclllcisch au 
gain amd stuffed) young goose. The 
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you'll 
sunken garde: 
the South Se 


omber, 


und 
der Vic's in San 


Trader, 


Golden Ox also does wonderful things 
with German cuisine. For Hungar 
fare, the Epicurean draws classical musi 
Чап» and artists, is run by a retired 
ballet dancer. malc, who bills himself 
is the Strudel King. Chicken paprikash 
goulashes of all types, fruit pancakes 
and, of course, the strudel, are the high- 
lights of thc menu. Рама addicts will 
want to пу El Bianco, a moderately 
priced Italian restaurant serving excel 
lent grub and wheeling around an al 
you-can cat cheese and antipasto cart. If 
you don't want to travel that (аг (it's on 
the southwest side), try Ricardos, La 
Scala (with private booths for the seri 


ousminded) or Gronatn’s to take care 
of your appetite. Pizzeria Uno and Duc 
serve the most sucailent pies in town 


Fanden of Japancse cuisine will fud 
the Azuma House completely delighttut 
down the line, from food. to service, t 
lings. Should you want to go all 
there's à special room for dining 
ns at low tables 


the wa! 


shocless, seated on Cush: 


Gracious Japanese d 
in the old style: sukiyaki is prepared at 
the table; and is a specialty, along with 
abalone yoshino age. lobster curry-yaki 


and tempura. Lovers of Swedish smor 
gasbord сап do no better than Kungs 
an elegantly appointed restaurant 


with one of the best smorgasbord tables 
¢ or after your din 
ner, you may watch the nightly puppet 
opera. Greek cuisine is (no surprise] the 
specialty at the Athens, adomed with 
statuary of all the deities from Zeus to 
Pallas Athena, and serving inexpensive 
tempting dishes — lamb shishkebab, av 
golemono мир. baklaya lor desert, 
topped off with an ouzo on the rocks 
Try the Pantheon, across the street, for 
some frantic Grecostyle entertainment 
There's a small, undistinguished looking 
Mexican restaurant that rates а stop? 
Cafe Aztec, complete with posters on 
the walls, guitarstrumming proprietor 
nd patio service in warm weather. No 
liquor license here, but you сап bring 
your own boules in with you, Or tr) 
sopping for your cocktails across the 
street at the Old Town Ale House, à 
beatnik, chessboard sanctuary for those 
who want to mutter about tourists. The 
Scheherazade specializes in Middle East 
em dishes in an Arabian setti with 
reasonable prices and tempting entrees. 
Chee Paul, Jacques (with courtyard din 
ing in the summer) and L'Aiglon are 
worth your while if you enjoy French 
cuisine, with the latter offering morc 
than 400 dishes to select from. 

Chicago, аз you might have guessed 
boasts some of the best steak houses in 
the USA., featuring prime beef direct 
from the Chicago Stock Yards, Top 
position goes to two places, the Sirloin 
Коки at the Stack Yard Inn, which [ca 
tures a “steak thronc" where the cus 
tomer chooses his own cut of beef and 
ships his "brand" on it, alter which it is 
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whisked away to be done to a T; open 
daily from I1 AM. to 11 rat. Sharing 
top honors is an unreconstructed speak- 
easy-type catery called. Club Gene and 
Georgctti, featuring an a la carte menu 
and memorable steaks served with excel 
lent cottage fricd potatoes; stays open 
ИП 2 лм. Other outstand establish 
ments for top-quality hecf are the Porter- 
house at the Hotel Sherman, Miller's 
Steak House (far north), Al Farber’s 
Steak Room, Morton's Steak House (on 
the south side), the Corona Cafe, the 
Cafe. the Brass Bull in the Sheraton 
the Steak Ho m the Conrad. 
ge Diamond's 
ib of beet, you can do no 
than the Embers (there are two 
me on Dearborn Street, the 
Walton) serving great slabs of 
blushing, marbled meat ar least ап inch 
thick. Other prime rib houses worth your 
time include Don Roth's Blickhawk, the 
Cart in the Harrison Hotel, and Isbell's 
on Rush Street 

Seafood fanciers in Chicago have an 
excellent choice of restaurants. Leading 
the rest is the Drake's Саре Cod Room, 
a rustic, fil nected cove serving delicious 
specialties: red snapper 
vench turbot. pom- 
par meuniere and Louisiana 
shrimps. The maitre de is Eddie, the 
service is good, and the hours are 12 
noon to 12 midnight seven days a week 
The Well of the Sea, in the Sherman, 
boasts an imaginative subaquatic decor 
the table lights are lucite jellyfish, the 
fluorescent wall murals are of highly 
unlikely sca denizens and the mena is 
imaginative and interchangeable with 
that of the Porterhouse, right next door. 

Dinner, dancing and a full-blown 
nightclub show are olfered by the Chez 
Parce, the Empire Room (in the Palmer 
House) and the Boulevard Room (in the 
Conrad Hilton). The Boulevard special 
izes in ice shows, if you care for that sort 
of thing, and the Chez usually offers the 


Hote 


Hilton and Geor 
For prime 
bette 


Nat "Kíng" Cole, Louis 
Smith arc regular headliners. 

M you want a les pretentious show. 
you'll enjoy onc of the smaller clubs: 
Mister Kelly's, che Black Orchid or the 
Cloister, all оп the Near 1h Side: 
Kelly's and the Cloister offer hip comics 
(Mort Sahl, Lennie Bruce, Mike and 
Elaine) and singers (June Christy, Ella 
Fiugerald, Anita O'Day); the show at 
the Orchid is a little more varied. from. 
Frances Faye to Jack E Leonard to 
Lily St. Cyr. Both Mister. Kelly’s (Dick 
Mars and Johnny Frigo Monday and 
Tueulay nights, the Marty Rubenstein 
Trio the rest of the week) and the Clois- 
ter (Ramsey Lewis Trio} have excep 
tional house combos playing the in 
missions: Kelly's and the Orchid offer 
food with the program, but it's strictly a 
booze «ene at the Cloister. Like it says 


in their ad, the Cloister swings till 4 ast, 
and it’s onc of the friendlicst clubs in 
town. The Junior Room of the Black 
Orchid also comes alive around midnight 
and goes ull 4 with the swinging of Duke 
Havalit (who does Sinatra down to the 
last note and gesture) or Buddy Greco 
(who is too much just doing himself), 

You won't want to miss Chicago's fa 
mous Gaslight Club, if you can find 
somconc who has a key (it bas a lock on 
the door, which makes it seem private, 
and brings more busines than if it 
were lelt wide open). “This turn-of the 
century 0asis features buxom waitresses, 
lightly clad, and low of singing round 
the piano; it has proved so popular with 
ad executives and cients (an ad man 
started it) that they now have branches 
in New York and Washington, D.C. 

Vor jaz in the Windy City, your 
choices are many and good. Modern jazz 
addicts dig the sounds at the Blue Note, 
which offers everything from big band. 
juz (Kenton, Basie, Ellington) to combos 
and vocal groups (the MJQ. Gerry Mul 
ligan, Dave Brubeck, and Lambert, Hen- 
dricks and Ross). Though thc place 
long on atmosphere, no self-respecting 
puzophile who wants his passport rc 
wed would miss the Note on a Chicago 
junket. Other full-time cool spots are the 
Preview Lounge in the Loop, and thc 
Sutherland Lounge on the south side 
The London House often features small 
jizz groups along with a tasty charcoaled. 
menu. 

Dixieland devotees will find Jazz, Lid 
to their liking. It’s a ground-floor, small 
ish room dedicated to the kind of music 
that made Chicago famous Equally 
boisterous arc. the Cafe Continental, 
where Bob Scobey's Frisco. Band is cur- 
rently holding forth, amd the Club 
mbu right around the corner. 
1f folk singing moves you, check in at 
the Gate of Horn: you might find the 
College of Complexes to your likin 
with everything from folk singing to im 
promptu. Kctures in defense and dam 
nation of practically any subject under 
the sun. It's a younger crowd that hangs 
its hat here and the principal beverage 
consumed is beer. Same goes for the 
Ivanhoe, with a below-ground labyrinth 
of bars called the Catacombs, plenty of 
pianos for community singing and many 
of the trappings of a lun house at an 
amusement park. Or if it's à real amuse 
ment park you want, Chicago's. River- 
view is one of the biggest and һем in 
the country: roller coasters, parachute 
jump, cotton candy, and sads of um 
escorted quail just waiting to be taken 
for a vide. If sports hold any interest, 
Chicago i» a big sports center, with top 
baseball, football and hockey teams and 
а number of important fights at the 
Stadium during the year 

You can sometimes catch an unusual 
show out at Roberts Show Club on the 
south side (the Jewel Box Review, blue 


comic Redd Foxx, or top talent like 
Dinah Washington or опе) E 
If the slightly risqué is to your liking, 
you may get a kick out of Phil Tucker. 
who has been titillating Chicagoans with 
his particular brand of wit for longer 
than we can remember. You'll find him 
ar the Silver Cloud. 

Suip shows aren't what they med to 
be in Chicago. The heat is on all over 
town and even the best at the Silver 
Frolics ix only a shadow of its former 
wll It's a different matter in suburban 
Cicero, however. Jus 10 minutes from 
the Loop, at the Frolics, м! Street, 
the girls pocl off everything down to. 
and including, the G-string. Things were 
wide open in Calumet City (just over 
na border, half an hour from 
ull a Federal Grand Jury 
cracked down on its “street of sin" a 
while back Folks feel that Cal City 
might be a wicked influcnce on sailors 
from all over the word who come to 
Chicago via the SL Lawrence Seaway, 
but attempts to close Cal City down have 
heen triod before and failed, so ite diih- 
cult to tell at press time how much suc- 
cess this one will have. 

Callgirls aren't as common in Chicago 
as they once were, cither, but they can 
sult be found on occasion along La 
Salle, Clark and Wells streets, and the 
south end of Wabash. Prices range from 
$10 on up. A number of motorized maid. 
ens in the Loop arca operate out of late 
model cars, but when business jet slow, 
they're apt to join their sisters on the 
sidewalk. Houses атс practically nonex 
istent in Chicago, and those that do open 
are soon raided, forcing the girls to move 
elsewhere, Most of the town’s hot pillow 
trade is transacted by telephone, with 
the numbers widely circulated amongst 
bellboys, bartender, cab drivers and 
other public servitors 

Chicago i» а »avuplae city: all 
places serving liquor are allowed to stay 
open sill 2 xc, and those with special 
licenses, till 4 Ам, on weeknights and 
an hour biter on Saturdays. I hunger 
has returned, Julian's, at Chicago and 
Rush, is open all night, and the Trado- 
winds, at Rush and Delaware, offers food 
until 6 in the morning, and serves as an 
carly-moming gathering spot for celebri- 
ties in town and for oflduty waitreses 
from the justshuteered Near North 
clubs. И you're still not ready to call i 
а day, the Clark Theatre offers a dilfer- 
ent double feature every day with the 
last complete show starting at 4 AM. Or 
if you're in a romantic mood, take a 
walk along Oak Street Beach and watch 
the sun come up over Lake Michigan 
Is а sight you'll never forget 

As you will have gathered by now. 
Chicago i a scene you'll be glad you 
made. Like they say in the song. you'll 
have the time, the time of your life, for 
it really is a одап" town, 
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1 — they're good looking and correct 
for both business and pleasure in the city. 

Fabrics run the gamut: [rom cheviots, 
wonsteds bardines, on up to 
silks and cashmere. Natural fibers com 
bined with synthetics are, of course, 
available too. 

The suits are essentially restrained in 
cut and character, and even where there 
i pattern interest — stripes. checks or 
heringboncs the patterns are muted 


woo! 


braw, copper and gold rones Because 
the new hues in brown are esentially 
dark and conservative, the tie can be 
used to highlight the whole suit. This 
doon’t mean the tic should dominate 
the scene, but it should harmonize with it 
In the matter of shirts. patterned and 
colored jobs oper for any dayt 
occasion, though generally you should 
stick to solid white alter six, Select your 
daytime shire in a coordinating tone 
putty — or achieve contrast 
ft greens or grays. Stripes of 
lils сип be interesting, too 


natural Ivy model or the fastrising Gon. 
tinental suit (generally the latter is 
dressier than the forn is Important 
memi е bong 
shorter than they were yesteryear, 


ind 


this focuses additional anenrion on both 
if vonr suit 


shoes and socks, А» a rule, 
has more brown in it thar 
brown socks; if it has m 
thim brown, choose black socks. Ditto 
with your shoes: many pairs of burnished 
brown are now on the market (sce 
FvLANBON, Fashion Жош, March 1959) 

In addition to the two suits shown on 


FIVE URBAN ENSEMBLES IN THE NEW HUES 


ЕШ ПЕ ‘SHIRT SHOES HAT 
Baker's "latiqui" bur- 
nisheé brown Costi- Wachs capper at silk нуна bamboo color ese ren Bo Саналар Envoy” dark 
metal ий bas Zatien lie, $1.50, ec Wenbley's Continestal-inspired ny уа АА Мено senoth felt hom- 
jaelot, semi peak lapels, “Golden Hoese” olive shirt with spread cotar еа докт} berr with a black band, 
slanted welt packets, һу silk бе, $2.50, and tab cats, $8. m ise wap. varied brim, $20. 
sie vents, ЙЛ. . 
Sonthwick's br =; 

Seifier's olive and red a Si = 
broman English worsted а Nettleton’s lightweight Dobbs’ "University 
soit with vest has Hut- Hecht dali aoi munns. Gesp brsum3 eyelet calf- Cuba tn smooth felt 
toe jacket with flap йиз d d Uer i wee ri skin shoes wit ш JU 
pockets, center vent, Ў y шуен! toe, a кагун bri 5 
em silk Paisley te, $2.50. 

Nerman Witer's. beath Lee's “Lurene” ele. 
brows imparted tweed Wenbley s "Gulten This- Hathaway's tar. stripet аграри рй weod calor beaver 229 
жй bas 20011 jacket 10е" woven jacquard all- fint English broadcloth al i сша tat with a fancy green 
with lapped seams, lined over neat design а new shirt, tab collat, биби nd vec aad red Ым, ernment, 
1а сш sports priat, tli state, $5. culis, BSS. р зак ЕЕ ¥” andervelt on brin, 
hooked vent, $100, eel, EI 

reo nei Wenbley s “Golden This- Van Кешеп “Super Cevanagh's “Dewata” 
ird rts мй qu dy ay he Va" fie white MDE qe dede pase ak Brown imet felt 
Gai iti Mud lar til with Meck cloth shirt, regular ist Docker beater nat at with а Back band, 
ae coti on sleeves, Paisley design on a bur- collar, étuble cuffs, snas 4 downturn edge on brim, 
Té ves, $138. ished qoid prevad, $5. $185. sis. 

Anten Pilack's deep American Gentleman's 

bone weal worsted Con- Countess Man's dark Marae’ spraystriged Bae. bumisted brown tress Vans! "20 dark Мотя 
tinental suit has gold- brown textured silk tie stu irepl slipaa with dark ender lightweight flexible 
кеё 2tutton jachet, With моне pattern of дразня ELI ren ME ا ل‎ 
Docking welt sockets, small roses, $15. qw strap патем v 

по breast pect, $100. MIB als те: and bud, $12.95. 


This means that the overall tonc is deep, 
but Far from dead. There is abo a real 
richness of good accessory colors. that 
work remarkably well with the new 
brown tones. 

Lighter and brighter ties provide just 
the right color accent, and these include 


Ane don’t be stodgy about your collar 
style: the bunondown may be your old 
stand-by and a good-looking one in 
deed — but you should own a range of 
styles including the short point 
the round collar and the tab. 
Whether you chome your suit in the 


pages 4445, there ue other excellent 
choices of brown tones available. Above 
are suits that really point up brown a» a 
new force for town wear, and some 
accessorizitig suggestions as well. 
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READER SERVICE 


Janet Pilgrim can tell you where 
you can buy any of the 
interesting items you fee 
featured or advertised in 
PLAYBOY. Refer to the Index 

of Advertisers below, 


INDEX OF ADVERTISERS 
ADVERTISER 
Alfuniter Raiewenr 
Dacor Iroports 
Паје de Беде 
Петок ће Binary 
Сата Record Chub, . 
Courtauld’ Northweave Suits 
Criekoteer Saite . 
Jantaen Sweaters 
Jaymar-liuby Hacks... 


Liberty Records 


Tondon Vor Rainwear peers | 

Mage Vieece Жек» МОУ 

Magnan Chord Organ к 

к 

17 

20 

.3 

27 

D 

eh c 

Ricca Kapper Kocha. 2nd С 
Berman 

Ntephoe'« Hair Lotion. 19 

Tumas Sportswear С 

Tne в 

F. R. Тирке а Co. 14 

Hiram Walker. aed С 

Wembley Ties 25. 2829 

Wiaglesworth Drew. 10 

Wings Shirte р eed 

Zero King Jacheta... .. „н 


Use these lines for information about other 
featured morehaedise. 


PLAYBOY READER SERVICE 
232 E. Ohio Street, Chicago 11, Ш. 
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3 yrs. for 514 
1 yr, for 56 
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ر = 


name 
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Mail to PLAYBOY 
232 E, Ohio Street, Chicago 11, Minois 
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PLAYBOY’S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK 


BY PATRICK CHASE 


ir YOU'VE A MIND to visit the Mediter- 
ranean come the fall, why not take a 
look at Israel? A room at a luxury resort 
hotel runs under 10 bucks a day, and 
theres recently been a 20-percent in 
crease in the exchange rate for dollars. 
Best part of all is that Isracl is still vir 
tually undiscovered as а vacation mecca, 
and you're treated like a most honored 
visitor almost everywhere, Glim the spot 
where David bopped Goliath. or the site 
of the wedding at Cana — but this ix a 
fun country, too. From finc modern 
hotels like the King David or the Pres 
dent (which has a good pool). the Dan 
on the shore at Tel Aviv and the Accadia 
at Herzliya, you can go skindiving and 
deepsea fishing, or watch a rendering of 
Macbeth by the famous Habimah рыу 
ers, and follow that up with a snort at 
a sidewalk café overlooking the Mediter 
rancan. You'll want to stroll through the 
huge outdoor Carmel Market in Tel 
Aviv, and stop for а while at the Cale 
Cassit, favorite meeting place for writers 
1 showfolks. A маги sight in the 
middle of Jerusalem, and one of ts most 
beautiful buildings, is, of all things, a 
YMCA. The spiced and exotic foods of 
the Fast are available in гасі, and of 
rse you'll want to try the kosher 
sine, which is not unlike that of central 
Europe. Is a cultured, cosmopolitan 
and truly different land. 

Should you prefer to see South Amer- 
ica at its best, we suggest you head down 
to Lima, Peru, where the girls are among 
the bestlooking and. thc best dressed 
all of South America, M that i 


cnougb, bullfighting starts up again in 
October — and the purses arc fat enough 
10 draw the top talent from Europe and 
Mexico. A short drive from Lima new 
you the beach resorts at Ancón and Her- 
radura, which boast two of the arca's 
better restaurants, the SOS. (despite its 
handle) and La Marscillaisc, 

all, especially October, also spells big, 
doings in Europe, and the best way to 
get à running start on seasonal events is 
to climb aboard a Bocing 707 jet 
for am easy seven hour hop from New 
York to Pans. The smart set's back in 
town (packing the top hotels; if you're 
wise, you Il try the smaller, savorous oms 
on the Lett Bank) for the Auto Show at 
the Grand Salon October 1-10, the fash. 
ionable Arc de Triomphe race in Long 
champ on October 4 and the gala open- 
ing of the Paris Opéra, Then, its 
London for the auto show at Earl's Court 
and the running of the Cambridgeshire 
at Newmarket on October 28. And don't 
ich's Oktoberlcst, the biggest 
eiger-blonde bah of 


them all. 

Fall's also the best time t0 get going 
around the world, the one trip that never 
involves turning back е 
same ground twice. You 
сасий by air in 30 
or in 49 days for $2400, everything in- 
cluded. 

For fusther information on any of the 
above. write to Playboy Reader Service, 
232 E. Омо St, Chicago 11, Minois, 


NEXT MONTH: 


THE MISS AMERICA JOKE- BEAUTY CONTESTS’ DECLINE AND FALL 


PREZ—A BLUES FOR THE LATE LESTER YOUNG 


PLAYBOY'S PIGSKIN PREVIEW—GRIDIRON PROGNOSTICATIONS 


HUMOR AND FICTION &Y ROGER PRICE AND ROBERT SHECKLEY 
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WALKERS 


Defies 


"дснт BOURBON WHISKEY 


STRAIGHT BOURBON WHISKEY 
Mam e Bsn > 
a has oe 


Walker’s DeLuxe— good as all outdoors! Golden grain. 


Sparkling limestone water. Fragrance of good, clean wood. These, aged 


together |8 years|in charred cask, create the unforgettable flavor of this 
great straight bourbon. Assuredly, no bourbon anywhere is more deluxe 


than Walker’s DeLuxe! STRNGHT BOURBON WHISKEY e 8 YEARS OLO » 6.8 PROOF e HIRAM WALKER & SONS INC., PEORIA ILLINOIS 


JOUR РЕ LINDEPENDENCE DE L'AUTOMOBILE, 
OR HOW ТО MAKE YOUR DRIVING FUN AGAIN! 


5 33 YQ i —— —À———— ————— —— 
UTIL ТТЕ: WHAT CAR COULD BE MORE USEFUL? 
LOOK! 4 DOORS FOR EASY-IN, EASY-OUT. BIG 7 CU.FT. TRUNK. EASY. 
ACCESS REAR ENGINE. ONLY 155 INCHES (D) OF CAR TO PARK AND 
MANEUVER, SCOOT IN AND OUT OF HEAVY TRAFFIC EASILY! 


ERUGALITE: get up to 40 mpg. Save 
E pg 

on all motor bills. Pay only small monthly pay- 

ments. Buy things youve wanted (and postponed 

till now) with yours г ings. as 

QUALITE: тнк CAR PIONEERING BUSINESS SINCE 1996) | 

PLUS PARISIAN ELEGANCE OF DESIGN. BEAUTIFUL LINES, 6 HANDSOME SOLID COLORS, 


NO UNNECESSARY CHROME, FINS, ETC. REGULARLY SCHEDULED AIR-DELIVERY 
OF PARTS FROM FRANCE TO OVER 850 AUTHORIZED RENAULT DEALERS (WITH FAC- 


TORY-TRAINED SERVICE MECHANICS). STOP AT THE NEAREST AND SEE THE FUN 
THAT'S WAITING FOR YOU. SUGGESTED RETAIL PRICE? 91645* POE, NEW YORK. 


"PLUS STATE ANO LOCAL TAXES. FOR ILLUSTRATED BROCHURE SEE YOUR LOCAL DEALER OR WRITE: RENAULT, INC, 750 THIRD AVENUE, NEW YORK 22, М. Y. ALSO ON OVERSEAS DELIVERY PLAN. 


